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TALES FOR MY GRANDCHILDREN. 



A SKETCH. 



A poor old man sat dreamily, beside the churchyard wall, 
His eye was dim, his hair was grey, his form was spare and tall; 
The flowers laughed beside his feet, recalling scenes long past: 
Of a once happy family, that old man was the last. 
Thebirds were sweetly hymningforth their praise on everytree; 
Helook'duponthegrass-grown graves, andsigh'dmostwearily. 
The sky was beautifully blue, quite guiltless of a cloud, 
His love and gratitude to God were ofttimes breathed aloud. 
Before him rose his village church, a building old and grey, 
Where generations had been used to pray from day to day. 
Again he thought he heard the chaunt float through the 

[echoing aisle, 
Borneonthe sighing summer breeze, or on the streamlet's smile. 
His thoughts had wander' d to the time, when as a little child, 
He knelt beside his mother's knee, so frolicsome and wild. 
And then again he seemed to see a long dark funeral train 
"Winding its slow and mournful way, through the green 

[churchyard lane. 
Once more, beside that open grave, in fancy did he stand, 
Once more, beside that open grave, he joins a weeping band. 

B 
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He seems to hear, " ashes to ashes, and dust unto the dust !" 
His aching heart acknowledging a God both good and just. 
He hears the sounding earth upon the coffin lid, — the knell 
Of his departed joy on earth ; sweet mother, fare thee well ! 
And then the poor old dreamer thought he heard her well 

[known voice, 
" Ah ! weep not for the happy dead, rejoice my son, rejoice ; 
I dwell not in that narrow grave, I dwell in realms of light, 
I dwell amid a radiant band of angels fair and bright ; 
I hover round thee from above, to comfort and to bless, 
Mourn not for me, my only son, here all is righteousness." 

Thechimingof the old church clockarousedhim fromhisdream, 
And then, within the sanctuary, the aged man was seen : 
He gazed with dim eyes on a group, who stood before the font, 
He heard the sacred words of prayer breathed forth as they 

[were wont : 
He saw the hallowed cross, the priest made on that baby brow, 
He heard the words of solemn prayer, and dedication now. 
And then a vision rose ! he saw, that infant's coming life, 
The search for pleasure and for fame, the struggle andthe strife. 
And vanity, all vanity, the last, the bitter cry, 
As, from his feeble grasp, he finds all earthly pleasure fly, I 
Heart-sick, and shrinking from the grave, feeling that he I 

[must die. 

Or he might lead a holy life, years of devoted love, 
Spent in the service of the God who watched his course above ; 
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TALES FOB MY GBAJtDOHILDBEN. 7 

Upholding, for his Master's sake, the banner of the cross, 
Fighting in that loved Master's name, and counting all else loss. 
A holy life, a blessed death, a resurrection then ! 
The aged pilgrim bent his head, and prayed, Amen, Amen ! 

And now another group approach 1 d, a white-robed maiden fair ; 
The bridegroom, in his manhood's prime, was proudly 

[walking there. 
The veiled face droop'd, and sunny curls shaded her blushing 

[cheek, 
A lovelier bride than that fair girl, you would not wish to seek. 
The brilliant sun was streaming down upon that youthful pair, 
Kneeling, in holy reverence, before God's altar there. 
In low sweet tones, the vows were made, and hand was clasped 

[in hand, 
And now before God's minister, the wedded couple stand ; 
All doubts and fears are at an end, life held no deeper bliss, 
Deep joy welled up within her heart, well knowing she was his. 
With thatfond thought reflected on that fair girl's snowy brow, 
She rests upon that manly arm, in full trust leaning now. 

The aged man of eighty years watched that receding train, 
Painting a fancy picture, fraught with mingled joy and pain. 
A long and happy life below, a home of peace and love, 
And then, oh, blessed lot ! a long eternity above. 

Spring came and went, the autumn leaves fall on the 

[infant's grave, 
Commissioned by his loving Lord, an angel came to save : 
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And Christmas snow was falling on that young bride's 

[resting place, 
In her lone grave, the graceful form, the sweet and lovely face! 

The old man's earthly pilgrimage, for him was not yet o'er, 
He waited still, in patient hope, for Canaan's happy shore. 
The breeze still blows his long white hair around his form 

[so tall, 
Andstillthe oldmand^amsbesidethatshadedchurchyardwall! 



THE THEEE BOYS. 

I once read of a schoolmaster, clever and kind, 

Who encouraged his pupils his lessons to mind ; 

He would scold them, and punish them, when they deserved, 

Though full seldom his deep voice in chiding was heard. 

Of the three little boys, Bobert, Charlie, and James, 

(For such I must say were the little boys names,) 

Little Jamie, they said, was the master's great pet ; 

And asked why he was such a great favourite ! 

" Your voice is much softer, your pleasure more keen, 

Good master, whenever you 're speaking to him ; 

Your welcome is warmer, your smile is more sweet, 

Whenever, dear master, young Jamie you meet ; 



Digitized by 



Google 



TALES JOB MY GBAND CHILD BEN. 

He is not more handsome, he is not more clever, 
To pass up in class, he may struggle for ever ; 
Then why do you love Jamie better than us ?" 
With deep feeling he answered, with lips tremulous : 
" Perhaps I feel partial, and will tell you all why, 
If to do what I ask, you will equally try ;" 
They all eagerly answered " Oh, yes, sir, surely." 
" G-o each of you then to the nest near my door, 
Which you looked at so often the evening before ; 
Take the birds to some place, where no eye can e'er see ; 
The deed you will do, wring their necks speedily, 
And then bring the dead birds, my boys, back to me : 
But remember you do it, where no eye can see /" 

The boys did as their master directed, and came, 
Two boys with a dead bird ; but Jamie, with shame, 
Drew near with the live bird, uninjured and tame. 
He held up his bird with a sad troubled look, 
The hand which so tenderly held it, quite shook. 
"Why, Jamie," the master said, "tell me, how '»this, 
I told all you boys the young bird's necks to twist." 
"Yes, master," said Jamie, "but where no eye could see, 
And I felt, all the time, God was looking on me .'" 
The eye of the Lord is in every place ; 
Ah ! master, I prayed to my Saviour for grace ; 
You taught me yourself to love God, master dear ; 
You told me that perfect love casteth out fear; 



! 
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10 TALES FOB MY GBAITDCHILDBEN. 

You taught me to honour and live for my G-od ; 
You taught me to trust to Christ's life-giving blood ; 
That accepted through Jesus, and living on Him, 
I must manfully strive life eternal to win !" 

He turned to the boys, with a tear in his eye, — 

" If I love James more dearly, you have now found out why." 



BETHNAL GBEEN. 

Will you come with me now to Bethnal Green, 
Where the saddest sights are the oftenest seen— 
The bright sun shining in irony keen. 

Shining down warm on the narrowest street, 
Where the deadly, poisonous vapours meet 
The labouring lungs in every street. 

No sweet summer air could on either side, 
Enter the doors of the hovels set wide, 
Where sickness and guilt their misery hide. 

In a broken-down building, damp with age, 
Through which in chill winter the wild winds rage, 
Some half dead geraniums a girl's care engage. 
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Poor thing, she looked thirty, though only eighteen, 
Starvation had pinched the pale features so keen, 
And made her the pitiful object now seen. 

She works for her bed-ridden father all night, 
She slaves with her needle, she injures her sight, 
By making up shirts by a farthing rushlight. 

She starts, for a peal of strange laughter rings wild 
Prom the cell next to theirs, from a poor little child, 
'Twas the laughter of fever, which rang out so wild. 

Yes, a child's form lies stretched on the hard dirty floor, 
A child such as your eyes ne'er looked on before ; 
Stay quiet one instant, and look through the door. 

Her features were shrunken, and wrinkled, and old, 
Her small hands were burning, her feet were quite cold ; 
It was a most pitiful sight to behold. 

A woman sat crouched on the floor of the room, 
A man stood in the doorway, in silence and gloom, 
Stood, as if lacking courage to enter the room. 

" It was all of no use, I have brought nothing, wife, 
I told them my story, I pleaded for life ;" 
A wild bitter laugh smote the ears of his wife. 
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" I pleaded for work, as I walked on my way, 
I begged then for food in the fast waning day, 
I pleaded in vain, the police drove me away." 

The woman crouched low, from her heart burst a groan, 
" We shall starve then," she answered, with low hollow tone, 
'^Weshallstarve/'andoncemorecametheheart-breakingmoan. 

Her husband broke out with a half frenzied, " No ! 

To-night on the pavement again will I go, 

And if they wont give bread, I'll steal it, you know." 

The wan creature suddenly rose to her feet, 

She pushed him with trembling hands into a seat, 

" Oh ! Edward, my husband, steal not, I entreat. 

" I could not touch bread so obtained, I can die," 
And here she sank back with a shuddering sigh. 
Bepeating, with quivering lips, " I can die !" 

In the desolate room there was silence awhile, 
Then the man's sallow face softened into a smile, 
As he bends 6'er his poor little darling awhile. 

" Oh ! Amy, my darling, my own little one, 
Thou art passing away ere thy life hath begun, 
Oh, teach me to pray, that His will may be done /" 
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A knock, and the clergyman entered the room, 
His presence the dreary cell seemed to illume ; 
He paused but one moment, his kinds words came soon. 

He cheerfully brought forth some bread and some meat, 

He cheerfully made of a box a low seat, 

And made the poor, desolate, famished things eat. 

He spoke simple words of deep faith and deep trust ; 
He spoke of a God full of mercy, though just ; 
He spoke of the Christian's sole joy and trust. 

He spoke of Christ's infinite pity and love ; 

He spoke of the heavenly mansions above; 

That for them Christ had shed his own life-giving blood. 

He spoke of the angels, a heavenly band, 
Who around the Lord's people invisibly stand ; 
To warn and to guide, they were ever at hand. 

He woke up the memory of long bygone years ; 

Hiswords soothed their hearts,andhislovebrought theirtears, 

In penitence kneeling, they sobbed forth their fears. 

And still through the room chimed the laughter so wild, 
In strange, fitful bursts from the suffering child ; 
It thrilled through the heart of the preacher so mild. 
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Hush ! — another wild laugh, and the white lips are parted, 
The pitying tears to the priest's eyes have started, 
And the soul of the child to God's home hath departed ! 

He paused as the father's lips pressed the dead brow, 
Saying softly, go on, she can join us now, 
Once more fondly kissing the cold waxen brow. 

And the minister read till the twilight stole in, 

And the cold moonbeams followed, a calm smile to win 

From the now happy child, freed from sorrow and sin. 

And o'er the bowed heads the pale moonbeams now stole, 
In the distance was heard the church bell's solemn toll, 
Which told the departure of Amy's glad soul. 

Oh ! yes, there was joy in heaven that day ; 
The angels rejoiced o'er the poor castaway ; 
The child's happy spirit, in wild glad amaze, 
On the Saviour God fixed her long lingering gaze ! 



LITTLE BLANCH. 

Some time ago, a mother, with one child, 
Lived in a cottage beautifully wild, — 
The little thing so pure and undefiled. 



Digitized by 



Google 



TALES JOB MY GRANDCHILDREN. 15 

Fondly the mother loved this only one, 

Her heart's affection round the baby clung, 

An offering meet, she thought, for God's dear Son. 

She gazed with wonder on a thing so fair, 
The radiant eyes of blue, the golden hair, 
The rounded limbs, of perfect beauty were. 

Her merry laugh rang like a silver bell, 

Through the lone cottage, where in love they dwell, 

And where the little Blanch was tended well. 

The fairy thing was two years old or more, 
The parish priest had urged the mother sore 
To have the babe baptized ofttimes before. 

One night the little thing went ill to bed, 
With hot and fevered lips and throbbing head, 
The mother's heart refused to own a dread. 

Crimsoned with fever lay the peach-like cheek, 
The restless blue eyes, turned as if to seek 
The words of love, the mother oft would speak. 

She watched throughout the night, so long and drear, 
Then fell asleep, and dreamed she saw, with fear, 
Upon her babe's fair cheek, a pearl-like tear. 
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Pale and more pale, she saw the infant grow, 
Closing for ever were those lids of snow, — 
Closing for ever on a world of woe. 

And now she sees the tiny baby stand 
Surrounded by a bright and radiant band, 
Who gently take her by her fairy hand. 

Upon each forehead shone a liquid cross, 
Her babe had none, she sorrowed o'er the loss, 
The rest with pity cried, " She hath no cross." 

There is no mark by which she may be known 
By Him who sits upon the great white throne ; 
How, without that, can her sweet face be shown ? 

The mother then remembered, with a cry, 
Her child was not baptized, with agony 
She gazed upon that forehead with a sigh ! 

More beautiful than mortal eyes hare seen, 
That shining cross of glittering drops, I ween, 
Upon the foreheads of those children seen. 

The radiant vision melted from her sight, 

The crosses vanished, all of liquid light, 

And then she wakened up, half wild with fright. 
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The fairy thing was laughing in her bed, 
The rippling curls hung wild around her head, 
And sickness, from that fair young child, had fled. 

The dream still caused the mother's heart to swell, 
Closely she clasped the child she loved so well, 
Eesolved the kind old priest her dream to tell. 

Kneeling beside the bed she made a vow, 
Her little darling should be christened now, 
And bear the mystic cross upon her baby brow. 



THE WIFE'S PEATEE. 

The time was evening, and the tropic sun 
In gorgeous splendour sank, his race was run ; 
The warm and faintly laden scented air 
Passed wooingly, o'er eastern flowers rare. 
Transparent curtains shaded, as before, 
The windows of each room, on either floor. 
Water was sprinkled o'er the perfumed grass, 
To cool the air around, for one, alas ! 
Soon through the valley of dread death to pass. 
The soft and humid air fanned the wan brow 
Of one who on his couch lay dying now. 



Digitized by 



Google 



18 TALES FOB MY GBANDCHILSBEN. 

His sister stood beside him, pale with dread, 
Her arm supported Hubert's sinking head. 
Beside him, on the floor, knelt Adeline, 
The young wife's pallid face could not be seen. 
Silent, from woe, save when he spake her name — 
Convulsive shudderings shook her slqnder frame. 
His hand was fondly laid upon her hair, 
Her rich dark hair, falling in clusters there. 
" Where will she seek for comfort, Alice dear ?" 
With quivering hand he brushed the starting tear. 
" I asked her once a christian to become, 
My beautiful, and tender heathen one. 
She said, ' She served him better whom she knew, 
Than I, a christian, served my God !' too true ! 
I, who have done so little for my Lord, 
I, who professed to love His written word ; 
How have I profited by what I heard." 
Hubert groaned heavily as thus he spoke ; 
Upon his brow the clammy death-drops broke. 
His sister's soothing words reached not his heart, 
He only knew and felt that they must part. 
But now his wife rose slowly from the floor, 
Her large dark eyes wandered one moment o'er 
Her husband's form ; standing with earnest look, 
Her glossy raven hair she backward shook. 
Covering her tearful eyes with small white hands, 
Like some fair statue, see, the young wife stands. 
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" Does your God answer prayer ?" she softly said ; 
" Yes," murmured Alice, bending low her head. 
Tears choked her utterance, as she further said, — 
"Tea, whatsoever ye shall ask in my great name, 
In firm, unwavering faith, I will fulfil the same." 
" Then," said the young wife, " I will seek thy God, 
And ask Him to remove His chastening rod." 
Without another glance, she left the room, 
Her fixed resolve, restoring half her bloom. 

The spreading mangoes cast delicious shade 
Upon the sacred edifice, where prayer was made, 
She knew it was the time for evening prayer, 
The thronging worshippers were gathered there. 
Many a mile her feet had traversed quick ; 
She checks her hasty steps, her breath comes thick. 
As through the sacred dome the organ rolls, 
The holy music soothes her trembling soul ; 
She sinks upon her knees, she hides her face, 
She pleads the promise, wrestles for more grace. 
" ' He whom thou lovest, Lord, is sick,' oh, heal ! 
Bedeem Thy promise, Lord, Thy truth reveal, 
And make mfc all Thy promised mercy feel." 
The doors weft shut, the sacred rite was o'er, 
But still, in anguished prayer, she wrestles sore ; 
Behold her still, before God's altar plead 
The promise she so trusted and believed. 
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Then she rose up, and, fearless of the night, 
She hastened from the kind priest's watchful sight, 
He knew her secret, joined in her prayer, 
And followed her with glad paternal care. 

Once more behold her by her husband's bed, 
Her childlike spirit with His promise fed. 
Kneeling again, she gazed, in silence deep, 
Upon those heavy eyes, closing in slumber sweet. 
Through the long night her husband calmly sleeps, 
The breezy dawn throughout the dwelling creeps, 
And she, with grateful love, adoring, weeps ! 

And once again, as in those days of old, 
Before the prayer of faith waxed brief and cold. 
Did she, a convert, triumph over sin, 
Eternal life, through Jesus Christ, to win. 

Well may the doubtingchristian'scheekflush high with shame, 
To mark the deep devoted love, she bore her Saviour's name. 






THE SISTER OF CHAEITT. 

The ground was thickly whitened o'er with snow, 
And through the leafless trees the fierce winds blow, 
Fair Charity her benisons bestow. 
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Few venture forth to brave the freezing air, 
One slender figure may be noticed there 
Hurriedly walking, young, and oh, so fair! 

A look of thoughtfulness, but rarely seen, 
Gave to that face a touching look, I ween, 
The loving, truthful, downcast eyes, unseen. 

Nothing peculiar in her simple dress, 
Her soft hair braided in smooth loveliness 
On her pale brow, widowed, and— -motherless ! 

Those who had cherished her were in their grave, 
The tender girl was left the world to brave, 
Over her head had rolled wave after wave. 

Those who had shared her mother's care and love, 
Were taken one by one to heaven above, 
Leaving the helpless girl pining for love. 

And then another love brought hope and joy, — 

Intensest happiness, without alloy, — 

A husband's love gave full and sweet employ. 

Once more the drooping flower raised its head, 

Sorrow appeared for ever to have fled, 

In her deep joy, with rapid wing time sped. 

D 



Digitized by 



Google 



22 TALIS FOE KT GRANDCHILDBEW. 

All nature seemed more beautiful and fair, 

The heavens brighter, and the flowers more rare ; 

Then came an angers whisper, u Oh, beware !" 

Blest in the creature, God was almost forgot ; 
But He, the jealous God, who slumbereth not, 
Darkened, with mercy's hand, her envied lot. 

The stricken wife wept o'er another tomb I 

Wept, as she sunk beneath her bitter doom, 

And wailing forth the cry, — " Too soon, too soon !" 

Her hearth deserted, desolate her home, 

She felt she was indeed on earth alone, 

And sank upon her knees with one low groan. 

Once more she breathed forth gratitude and praise, 
Lived to acknowledge Him in all her ways, 
To worship, love, and serve Him all her days. 

Such the brief story of that sister's life, 
That fair and placid thing was once a wife ; 
All was deep peace within, peace without strife. 

The comforter and friend of all Christ's poor, 
She breathes her hope and faith from door to door, 
Leading the way to Canaan's blissful shore. 
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Teaching the little ones of Jesu's fold 

To watch and wait, His glory to behold, 

That they may walk those streets of burnished gold. 

Wiping the death-damp from the dying brow, 
Striving to win some erring wanderer now, 
A glorious life to lead on earth, I trow ! 

An ever-present Saviour cheered her heart : 
"Willing to stay, yet willing to depart, 
Whene'er the Lord should still her beating heart. 

Through the thick snow, behold her on her way, 
By the sick sufferer's couch to watch and pray, 
And point to realms of everlasting day. 

She hears the rustle of angelic wings, 

She hears, in dreams, the harps to which they sing, 

She hears them whisper, " Death hath lost its sting !" 



THE KING AND THE LAME CHILD. 

A great king sat in his palace alone, 

In silence stern on his ivory throne ; 

His face was thoughtful, and pale was his brow, 

As he loudly called for his counsellor now ; 
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And the priceless gems in the king's diadem 

Threw out sparkles of light as they gazed upon them. 

The counsellor came at the king's loud call, M 

Bespectfully bending, he listens to alL 

" See ! my palace halls are large, lofty, and grand," 

" Boom here," he exclaimed, " for thousands to stand ; 

The ring of light footsteps we fain would hear, 

Go, counsellor, bring them from far and near ; 

Happy faces of love we fain would see, 

Outshining the splendour surrounding me." 

The counsellor rose from his bended knee, — 

" What thou wishest, O king shall be brought unto thee ; 

In thy realm, are the noble, the rich, and great, 

Wilt thou please that they come in pomp and state ! 

Gravely the monarch shook his head, 
With anxious look, "Not so," he said. 

" Wilt thou then that I bring all the lovely and fair P" 
" No, — beauty and goodness united, are rare." 
" Dread monarch, throughout thy dominions so wide, 
Many sorrowing orphans their wretchedness hide ; 
Wilt please thee, great monarch, of these to see some?" 
"Yes, counsellor, go, let my wishes be done." 
The minister left to perform his lord's will, 
And with innocent children the palace to fill. 
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A troop of young ones crowd the spacious hall, 
Their forms reflected from the shining wall. 
The king approaches with a gorgeous train, 
And on his ivory throne sits once again. 
A group of lovely children now draw near ; 
The king proceeds to question and to hear. 
Behind the rest, he notes one weary child, 
With face of touching woe, so wan and wild ; 
He noticed that the little thing was lame, 
As droopingly before the king she came ; 
O'er her white shoulders streamed her auburn hair, 
Moating o'er garments, stained with toil and wear ; 
Her soft grey eyes were fixed upon the ground ; 
The other children, boldly gazed around. 

The monarch's piercing eye took in the scene ; 
And pity filled his godlike heart, I ween ; 
He fixed those eyes upon the foremost group, 
Who proudly stood erect, nor deigned to stoop. 
" Whence come ye, children ? Parents, ye have none." 
" From scenes of pleasure," said the haughty one ; 
" Give us the things of which thy servant spake, 
That we, with thy good gifts, our leave may take." 
" What of that little one, lame and downcast ?" 
" Nothing, save on the road the child we pass'd ; 
What was that beggar to us, O king ?" — 
" Take them away. The other children bring." ' 
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" Whence come ye, oh, my children, from what land ?" 
" From toiling on the earth, with our own hand." 
" What of that simple one behind thee, — lame P" 
" Great king, we know not even that child's name ; 
We walk uprightly, and we turn our eyes 
Away from all disgrace, where'er it lies." 

The monarch frowning turned, " Take them away ;" 
Then asked another group, " From whence, I pray ?" 

Xi Prom doing all our duty, king, we come, 
From watching, toil, and care, most troublesome. 
With zeal we worked, never allowing waste, 
And now, O king, we would thy bounty taste." 

" What of that little one behind thee,— lame ?" 
" Nought, but that on the road we journeying came, 
Wearied the tottering child before us fell, 
We tarried not, but hastened on as well. 
She knelt before us, and we spurned the child, 
How could we notice ought on earth so vile ?" 

" Take them away," the listeners once more heard ; 
Quickly they vanished at the monarch's word. 

And now, one pale and trembling form draws near ; 
Upon the righteous judge she looks with fear. 
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" Daughter, what of that trembler there, so sad and lame ? 

"Ah! my lord king, the selfsame road we came, 

She asked my help, in my Redeemer's name ! 

Great king, that weary child knelt at my feet, 

And I bestowed the help I deemed most meet ; 

I did stretch forth my hand, and helped her up, 

And to her thirsty lips, I held the cup. 

From her sad eyes, I wiped the starting tear, 

And now, great monarch, thou behold' at us here. 

Gould I, O king, turn from Christ's holy name P 

Or in disdain pass by that feeble frame P" 

The monarch, for a moment bent his brow 

In loving gladness on that maiden now. 

" Counsellor," cried the mighty king aloud, 

" Have all before us passed of that great crowd ?" 

" Tes, all have passed before thee, mighty king." 

What, pity from none, save from that frail, weak thing p 

But one to show the pity so divine ! 

And in that much bruised heart, pour oil and wine. 

With loving hands to lift that sorrowing face 

The Saviour's pardoning mercy there to trace, 

Whose blood washed out the penitent's disgrace. 

Only this child, this fragile little one 

To do on earth, what Christ himself hath done ! 



! 



" Enter, ye blessed, on the eternal rest, 
The weary find upon the Saviour's breast. 
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" I was an hunger' d, and ye gave me meat ! 
Jesus beheld you from His radiant seat. 

" Thirsty I was, and ye too gave me drink ! 
Angels looked on, and closer drew the link. 

" I was a stranger, and ye took me in ! 
Enter the everlasting gates within. 

" Naked and sick, I was, ye clothed me ! 
And on thee smiled in love — divinity ! 

" I was in prison, and ye came to me, 
And ye shalt live throughout eternity ! 
Join the glad angels who around the throne 
Worship their Saviour God, and Him alone." 

The faces of the children changed, they shone 
With light most beautiful to look upon. 
No longer lame, with robes of spotless white 
They joined the heavenly band with wild delight. 
With beaming looks they passed away from sight, 
To dwell for ever in that world of light. 



THE LITTLE PILGEIM. 

The sun had sunk to rest, suffused with blushes, 
And through the trees the night wind wildly rushes. 
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The clouds careering through the dark'ning sky, 

Seemed like a battle host to fight and fly. 

The moon's soft ray shone faintly, feebly forth, 

The chill blast bleakly blowing from the north. 

Darkness was creeping round on every side, 

Throwing long shadows o'er the heath so wide. 

Across this moor, through the fast waning light, 

Was seen a little boy, all clothed in white. 

A roll of written paper in his hand, 

And shoes well fitted rough roads to withstand. 

Over the common see him take his way, 

On which the moon scarce shed a glimmering ray. 

His gaze was bent upon the distant sky, 

"Where one bright beam blazed out successfully. 

Many, and smoother paths branched out afar, 

All leading from that bright and guiding star. 

And glittering lights there were in those broad ways, 

Which, if pursued, ended in misty haze. 

He heeded not their evanescent gleam, 

His gaze was on the star so distant seen. 

Eustace walked through the gloomy path with care, 

Avoiding serpents and the thick set snare. 

Though dark the way at times, he knew not fear, 

He felt the guidance of his Father dear. 

Whose promise was, to lead him on the way, 

Which led to realms of everlasting day ; 
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A home prepared for him, so pure and bright. 
No need of sun or moon to give it light ; 
So full of happiness and holy joy, 
Yea, perfect happiness, without alloy. 

Angels unseen were hovering round him now, 
Pressing pure kisses on his pallid brow. 
That spirit band closely around him clings, 
To give him shelter with their broad white wings. 

His father told him that one path alone, 
Led to that land so free from sinful moan. 
That other roads there were, both broad and fair, 
But of those roads he bade the lad beware ; 
Told him they joined all in one dread place, 
Where he would never see his father's face, — 
For there the wicked lived in deep disgrace. 
Set out at once upon your path, my son, 
Turn not, pause not, until your home be won. 
Whatever dangers threaten by the way 
Fear not, for I am with thee child alway. 
Follow that path, and though you see me not, 
Be sure, my son, thou shalt not be forgot. 
Eustace was but a little boy, yet he 
Believed his father's word implicitly. 

All was now dark around, save where he trod, 
His steps, he knew, were lighted by his God. 
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Upon his path no shining noonday glowed, . 

The little pilgrim still pursued his road. 

TTi> precious scroll held fast within his hand, 

With which the wiles of darkness to withstand. 

Onward, the brave boy walked, towards the light, 

Which seemed to him to grow more clear and bright. 

Taking no notice of the shouts and cries, 

Which on his ear at intervals arise. 

Belying on his Father's care and love, 

Whose eyes, he knew, were on him from above. 

The gathering, dark'ning clouds grow darker now, 

Eain splashes full upon his upturned brow ; 

A blast of cutting wind swept o'er his face, 

But could not quite all hope of help efface ; 

Had he not held the scroll with constant clasp, 

The storm had torn it from his nervous grasp. 

Bending to meet the pitiless, chill rain, 

He onward pressed upon his way again. 

The night grew darker, and the clouds more dense, 

Poor Eustace thought the cold grew more intense ; 

Still was he resolute, and o'er the waste 

Pursued the path which leads him home at last. 

What though the night was dark, and wet, and dreary, 
Day was at hand to cheer the boy so weary. 

The gloom still gathered heavily around, 
No longer could be seen the murky ground. 
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His journey through the wide-spread moor was o'er ; 
The little pilgrim could be seen no more. 

Had the dark, looming clouds hid from his sight, 
His beautiful and shining beacon light P 

The pathway never seemed quite dark to him, 
E'en when his guiding star waxed faint and dim ; 
for the bright blaze, from the Eternal's throne, 
Lit up the jf ay, seeming so dark and lone ! 

No mortal tongue can tell how bright at last 
That world appeared, with all earth's trifles past. 
At length at rest, with those all gone before, 
Sorrow and pain shut out for evermore. 
Eustace had reached his loving Father's side ! 
Safe with the Lamb of God ! the Crucified ! 



THE EING-DOVE. 

Swiftly the feathered arrow, drawn to its head, 
Through the charmed air upon its mission sped, 
And lo 1 the fluttering bird upon the grass lay dead ! 

u Cruel, the wanton deed ; boy, tell me why 

You like to look upon life's misery, 

Upon the life-blood ebbing forth so languidly P 
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See, at your feet the pretty, lifeless bird/ 
Surely some feeling in your heart is stirred, 
Hearing his mate's low call, by him unheard !" 

Upon the neighbouring tree sits the lone dove, 
"With plaintive notes she vainly coos her love, 
Lonely, and desolate, pining above. 

She mopes with ruffled feathers droopingly, 
And heeding not the ruthless boy, so nigh, 
With piteous notes sends forth this wailing cry : — 

" How could you find the heart, my love, to slay, 
Oh ! may you never, cruel boy, I pray, 
Feel half the anguish I endure this day. 

" For years we built our nest in the same tree, 
Close to your windows, so confidingly, 
Where we and all our little ones lived happily. 

" Feeling no dread, we stepped upon your lawn, 
By its green freshness and your kindness drawn, 
Why have you made my life so wretchedly forlorn ? 

" Oh ! know you not the same God made us all, 
The same kind God, on whom you daily call, 
Gave my lost love the life you can't recall." 
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Her plaintive accents made the boy's heart swell, 
Why he felt thus, perhaps he could not tell, 
The dove still cooing forth her sad farewell. 

Gravely he gazed upon the lifeless dove, 

So lately full of life, of joy, of love, 

His widowed mate still looking from above. 

The birds all seemed in Borrow or asleep, 
Through the tall trees the hot breeze softly sweeps, 
The pining dove her mournful vigil keeps. 

Beneath a spreading thorn Ghiy digs a grave, 

Burying the bird he now would gladly save, 

And still the lonely dove keeps watch beside the grave. 

Around the scene night drops her funeral pall 
"While heaven's refreshing dews begin to fall, 
And still is heard the ring-dove's plaintive call. 

To the bright pitying stars she tells her tale, 
Through the long night is heard her mournful wail, 
As she thus piteously her buried love bewails. 

The white thorn sheds its blossoms o'er the grave, 

The stately cedar trees there darkly wave, 

And still the widowed dove watches beside the grave ! 
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BLACK CHLOE. 

Is a large West Indian island, some sixty years or more, 
The fact I now relate took place upon its burning shore, 
A bungalow, most neatly built, stood near the ocean wide ; 
The rich perfume of flowers rare came in on every side. 
No casements could be seen at all within the windows there, 
Venetians widely opened, to admit the evening air. 
The pale moon cast her silvery beams across the polished floor, 
Softening the dusky face of the black nurse at the door. 
Two tiny children lay within their little curtained beds, 
Whose sunny curls of glossy hair lay clustering round 

[their heads. 
And now, with stealthy step, behold the Ayah drawing near! 
Nay, not to hurt those pretty lambs, indeed you need not fear. 
To each half slumbering child she gave a juicy piece of pine, 
With something mixed to make them sleep soundly beyond 

[their time. 
The morsel eaten, see them now, in slumber deep they sink ; 
And then to work she quickly turns,nor stays to weep or think. 
The Lord's good angels, o'er the babes, their careful watch 

[are keeping, 
All, save the hearts where murder lurks, profoundly now are 

[sleeping. 
A large flat basket, Chloe now brings swiftly to the room, 
In which she places jewellery and clothes, which fill it soon ; 
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A little book with golden clasps, and then the children small, 
And over all with careful hands, she spreads a soft, white shawl. 
Then forth she goes with stately step, the basket on her head, 
Down to the harbour walks direct, her warm heart filled 

[with dread. 
Chloe weH knew a vessel there, with all her white sails set, 
"Would soon go bounding o'er the deep. " Captain,' ' said she, 

[" well met." 
With tears shetoldhim all she knew, how negroes on that night 
Had sworn, with deep revenge, to rise and murder every white. 
The parents both were absent, she had planned their lives 

[to save— 
And would he bear her pretty lambs across the ocean wave ? 
Think you a sailor would refuse a woman's prayer to hear ! 
Or turn a cold, unfeeling glance, on woman's falling tear. 
With kind frank words, the gallant tar, poor Chloe seeks to calm. 
She gazed upon his manly brow, and knew them safe from harm. 
Upon the heaving ocean, see the trim tight vessel now, 
How gallantly and gracefully she dips, then lifts her prow. 
The captain, musing, walks the deck, heaven's stars come forth 

[to peep 
Into the hammock, where the babes were lying fast asleep. 
For New York bound, the gallant ship right nobly breasts 

[the wave, 
While Chloe humbly thanks her God, who thus vouchsafed 

[to save.. 
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This dark-skinned nurse, ah ! scorn her not, had saved these 

[babies twain, 
She saw the parents' heart-felt joy at meeting them again. 
Of Chloe's self-denying love, I cannot say enough ; 
There lay, within that dusky breast, a diamond in the rough. 
The pitying angels noted all her deep devoted love, 
Approvingly her blessed Lord beheld her from above. 
Now to her bedroom softly go, list to her murmured prayer ! 
Hear her commit her nurslings dear, to God's Almighty care. 

God's blessing rest upon the babes, upon their black nurse too ; 
Wish them, with me, my readers small, a christian, kind adieu. 
And now I leave the pretty babes, within their cot still sleeping. 
I leave them in most careful watch, the holy angels' keeping ! 



NELLY AND THE ANGELS. 

At the close of a bright and most beautiful day, 
When all nature seemed basking beneath the sun's ray, 
A lady gazed thoughtfully out on the scene, 
And in her dark eyes were large tears to be seen. 
She was thinking of Nelly, her own precious child, 
So winsome and lovely, so wayward and wild. 
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That her child might be kept pure and good oft she prayed, *} 

And now the poor mother felt rather dismayed, > 

For twice in one day had sweet Nell disobeyed. ) 

In sorrowful silence she pondered it o'er, 

Far too deeply absorbed to notice the door. 

A small graceful form peeped in half eagerly, 

With a look on that fair face most piteous to see. 

Softly the timid child entered the room, 

Fast from her cheek fled the rich rosy bloom. 

One look, and she bounds to that fond mother's knee ; 

She twines round that dear neck her arms lovingly. 

" Mamma, dear mamma," she sobbed, " will you forgive ? 

And again in your arms let your poor Nelly live." 

" My darling, my own love," the fond mother said, 

As bending she pressed her soft lips on her head, 

" Are you sorry, my pet lamb, my own naughty one, 

Are you grieved, my sweet Nelly, for what you have done ?" 

" Tes, yes, dear mamma, when too wicked to stay, 

Half ashamed of myself as I hastened away, 

When I saw the sad look which their bright faces wore, 

And that I caused their sadness, my heart felt quite sore." 

" Who saw you so sad," said her mother, " dear love ?" 

" Why the angels, mamma, who come down from above ; 

When, unhappy and naughty, I flew to the lawn, 

And flung myself moodily under the thorn ; 

Thinking how I had grieved you, I bitterly wept, 

Then exhausted with sorrow, dear mother, I slept. 
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I dreamed that I walked in a garden of light 

Where the angels of heaven were radiantly bright. 

But sorrow, mamma, dwelt on every face, 

Ah ! wherefore I thought, in that beautiful place, 

Is sadness enthroned on those faces of grace. 

Then one of that white-robed and beautiful band 

Came to me where I stood, and took hold of my hand ; 

With pitying love beaming forth from those eyes, 

He spoke to me thus, as my breast heaved with sighs : — 

" A baby was born, about six years ago, 

In a world, dearest Nelly, of sin and of woe. 

To her Lord, the fond mother would earnestly pray, 

That her babe might be kept in the one narrow way, 

Which leads surely on to bright regions of day ; 

To let his good angels watch o'er her with care, 

To teach her of folly and sin to beware : 

And oh, when we heard that fond mother's warm prayer, 

We loved the sweet babe, and we longed to prepare, 

For earth's trials, the child given thus to our care. 

We watched o'er that baby, in sorrow and pain, 

To keep her unsullied, and free from earth's stain ; 

With the cross of its baptism wet on its brow, 

She had given the babe to the Lord's service now. 

She learned to distinguish the evil from good, 

And seemed to delight in our spiritual food, 

But the angels of darkness our power withstood. 

Gleams she had, we believe, of Christ's heavenly love, 

And her heart's best affections were centred above. 
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Bat oft, as we looked iu her beautiful face, 

We noted the struggle 'twixt nature and grace. 

To her, the broad way seemed much easier than ours, 

That way so alluring with gay-tinted flowers. 

Full often we found our sweet Nelly would stray, 

To the well-beaten tracts of that treacherous way. 

And then, dearest Nelly, your angels were sad, 

"We have nothing to do with the wicked and bad ! 

The voice ceased, the angels stood drooping their wings ; 

On mine ears, their sad music still mournfully rings. 

How wicked I felt, dear mamma, I had been, 

And I fervently prayed to be saved from my sin. 

As my trembling hand dried the fast gathering tear, 

Happy, rapturous singing burst forth on mine ear. 

And then I awoke, and ran hither to tell, 

I would strive, dearest mother, to do right and well ; 

To tell you how sorry I was to vex you, 

And to ask, dearest mother, if my dream was all true." 

" It was, dearest Nelly, a beautiful dream 

Quite like what we know to be true, I well ween. 

We know there is joy, when one sinner repents, 

Among ministering spirits, by a kind Father sent. 

They are stationed to watch when their little ones stray 

From the paths which lead up to the regions of day ; 

And grief there must be when they wander away 

From the fold where the Shepherd would keep them alway.' 
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WILLIE'S STAR 

The sun had just retired to his rest, 

Had sunk to sleep upon the horizon's breast, 

And in the distance shone the lady moon, 

Pale and serene, as if she rose too soon ; 

Clear were the heavens, and one brilliant star 

Glittered in lonely loveliness afar. 

Willie's blue eyes upon that star were fixed, 

His mother's, on his own with feelings mixed. 

Love and deep sorrow in that fond look blend, 

Her heart in silent prayers to God ascends. 

Willie, absorbed, sees not that look so fond, 

His thoughts all centre in that world beyond. 

His pretty curly head is on her breast, 

On earth, his dearest, sweetest place of rest. 

" Mother," he said, with an angelic smile, 

" Angels at night talk to me for awhile ; 

And when my star looks down with its bright eye, 

I see the white-robed angels hovering nigh ; 

And when the night grows dark, my star I see, 

Smiling and twinkling all its love at me." 

Sweet Willie dreamed not, as she checked her sighs, 
The only light she saw, was in his eyes ; 
She let him prattle on of his loved star, 
Of angel visits, and that world afar. 
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She loved to see him wave his tiny hand. 

And smile a welcome to the shining band. 

She loved to see him send his fairy kite, 

Laden with kisses, to his star of night. 

To wave his golden cnrls with pleasure keen, 

And smile upon his angel friends unseen. 

Well might she think that child a lovely gem, 

Pitted to grace Christ's royal diadem ! 

Then would he feed the birds, and hear their song, 

For birds, he said, to my loved star belong. 

At other times so playful and so glad, 

She would discard the fears she erstwhile had. 

So peach-like was the bloom upon his cheek, 

He would not yet his Saviour's bosom seek. 

Her darling yet would live to take his stand, 

And plant Christ's cross in every heathen land. 

But this was not to be, she felt it now, 

Sweeping the clustering curls from off his brow. 

She whispered from her heart, " Oh, wilt not Thou 

Deal gently with this fragile child of earth! 

Devoted to his Saviour from his birth ; 

Temper the bitter wind to this, thy lamb ; 

If he must go— submissive, Lord, I am." 

"FTir starry eyes became a brighter blue, 

His waxen cheek assumed a deeper hue ; 

And then she took him to a southern land, 

"Where the long moss its silken fringes hang, 
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Where the Acacia's graceful trees abound, 
Where the Mangolia breathes its fragrance round ; 
There, where its perfumed buds -grow large and white, 
He saw his shining star, with wild delight, 
Twinkling its lustrous welcome every night. 

Time passed, and then, one genial, sunny day, 
His mother bore him from that land away. 
On the smooth waters danced the sparkling star, 
Beckoning the gentle boy to worlds afar. 
Through the blue sea the vessel speeds along, 
Angels unseen cheer Willie with their song. 

And now, sweet Willie is at home again, 
Weaker, his mother saw, with gathering pain. 
In those dear arms for hours would he lie, 
Gazing upon the stars he deemed so nigh. 
His deep blue eyes, full of beseeching love, 
Liquid with light, wistfully fixed above. 
At length he asked his patient nurse one night, 
His bright star gleaming on his eager sight, 
" Oh ! mother, may I go to yon bright star ? 
Look, how it shines and glimmers from afar ; 
Each night I stretch my hands to it in vain, 
It will not come to me, and I would fain 
Go to my pretty star, and there remain." 
"Surely," she said, "my boy;" and then he smiled; 
In happy silence lies the cherub child, 
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In his small crib would rest on pillow prop, 

And watch his star shine through the tall tree-top. 

One eve, she took him from his little bed, 
On her soft breast she laid his drooping head ! 
Felt that he grew more frail and weak each day ; 
Knew he was passing fast from earth away. 
" Willie ! look up, sweet love, or speak to me, 
Your star is gleaming through the old elm tree !" 
He smiled and ope'd his eyes, yes, there it shone ; 
Radiant he looked, then raised his hands so wan. 
" Hush! my own mother, hush I do you not hear 
The angel's harp notes falling soft and clear ?" 
Faintly he murmured then his pretty hymn ; 
E'en while he spoke, his heavenly eyes grow dim ! 
His mother held him- to her beating heart, 
As if she would some strength' to his impart. 
And now the light seemed fading from his eyes, 
The child's sweet spirit ebbed in fluttering sighs. 
Then suddenly a bright reviving flame 
Lit up his face, softly she spake his name. 
"Mother," he answered, " may I leave thee now ?" 
She could not speak, fondly she kissed his brow. 
" God bless thee, Willie, go, my sweet babe, in peace ;" 
His breathing fainter grew, soon, soon to cease. 
As his fair head sinks back upon her breast, 
She kissed the lovely boy once more to rest ; 
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Watched with a throbbing heart, death stealing o'er 
Those eyes of blue, closing for evermore ; 
Watched the sweet smiling lip, which paler grew ; 
Watched, on his cheek, the bright, the changing hue ; 
Heard, in the stillness, angel pinions wave, 
Commissioned, by their God, her boy to save ; 
Knew they were whispering words of tender love, 
As they prepared to bear Christ's lamb above, 
Around his senseless form their arms they twine, 
To take him to his Father's breast divine. 
She gazed upon the dead ! but could not weep, 
" For so Hegweth His beloved sleep" 

The star had sunk behind the old elm tree, 
And Willie wakened in eternity ! 
Gone was the child, bo nursed and tended here ; 
She brushed with trembling hand the blinding tear. 

The angels, Willie loved, bore him away 
To the bright realms of everlasting day. 
The words of Christ, her Lord were not forgot, 
As on his cheek she pressed her lips so hot. 
One sunny curl, she severed from his brow, 
And left the room, where Willie was not now. 
Stifled before it rose, the anguished cry 
Crushed back the gathering sob of agony. 
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True, she had seen her precious darling die ! 
But well she knew her blessed Lord was nigh ! 
And on a mother's grief gazed pityingly ! 



THE BOWEE. 

Bright sunshinelay upontheflowers,like afilmof floatinggold, 
The tremulous and shifting light, a tale of beauty told. 
The opal petals, pure and white, with innocent delight 
Were coyly opening sweetest buds, to please the God of light. 
The soft, white, fleecy clouds athwart the heavens sailed serene, 
Making the sky's ethereal blue darker than ever seen. 
The gorgeous, well filled flower-beds were filled with 

[blossoms gay, 
And on the mossy lawn were seen two lovely girls at play. 
Wearied at length, they flung themselves upon the yielding 

[grass, 
While butterflies, of varied hue, before theircharmedgazepass. 
" Oh, Ada," cried the littleone, with eyes of heaven's own hue, 
" Do let us make a tiny bower, with flowers peeping through. 
Help me to twine this clematis, we must at once begin ; 
How sweet and lovely it will be to sit and play within." 
They twist the pliant, climbing plants with crimson roses rare; 
The blossoms bruised, distil perfume upon the soft warm air. 
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They twined the honey-suckle boughs around their garden 

[seat, 
Some shelter to obtain, they said, from June's excessive heat. 
Bightly merrily the children worked, with laughter and with 

[song, 
"Weaving the tendrils, as they spoke, the trellis work among. 
" Wow will we weave two chaplets bright, without one single 

[thorn, 
For mignionette and myrtle shall our curly heads adorn." 
"With dainty fingers, see them twine their coronets with skill, 
Thinking the while their fragrant wreaths than diamonds 

[lovelier still. 
Upon each winsome little head is placed the dewy crown, 
While on the soft and mossy grass, they merrily sink down. 

But nurse is coming from the house, the sun sinks in the 

[west, 
Warning the children it was time for all young things to rest. 
Then softly, on the evening breeze, they hear their own 

[prayer bell 
Calling the little ones to praise the God who loved them well. 
With voices hushed, they kneel beside their loving mother's 

[knee, 
And then upon one pillow laid, they taste sleep's mystery. 
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THE CHILD'S DEEAM. 

It was a clear, cold, frosty night ; 

The stars like diamonds hung. 
The lovely moon, so calmly bright, 

On earth its radiance flung. 

Two darling boys, of six and seven, 

"Were in their little bed. 
The soft protecting light of heaven 

Lit up each curly head. 

" Oh ! brother," cried the younger ty>y, 
"We have not said our prayer, 

We cannot rest in peace or joy, 
Without our Father's care." 

" Will not tomorrow do as well ?" 

The elder brother said ; 
" And Willie dearest, do not tell 

I would not leave my bed. 

" And you can pray for me, you know, 
My darling little brother ; 

Mamma has often told lis so, 
To pray for one another." 
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And then the elder brother heard 

Sweet Willie on the floor ; 
With lisping accents fell the words, 

God's blessing to implore. 

Back to his bed he crept in pain, 

Frank felt his small cold feet ; 
" Oh ! brother," said the child again, 

" Fraying to God, is sweet ; 

" So sweet to feel Christ always near, 

So sweet to feel His care, • 

So sweet to know that Christ will hear 

His children ererywhere. 

" I am so happy, brother, now, 

And if I die tonight, 
Shall wear, nurse says, upon my brow, 

A tiny crown all bright; 

"A tiny harp, on which to sing 

The glory of the Lord ; 
And angels ever on the wing, 

To carry forth His word." 

And then his dark eyes closed in sleep ; 

His brother thought awhile, 
Then he too sank in slumber deep, 

With a half sigh, half smile. 



Digitized by 



Google 



50 TALES FOB MY GBAKDOHILDBEN. 

The morning dawned bright, cold, and chill, 
Frank was soon dressed and down ; 

Breakfast for "Willie waited still ; 
Prank made a tiny crown. 

" Mother," said Erank, " I had a dream, 
Such a strange dream last night, 

Oh ! mother dear, you should have seen 
The wonders of that sight : 

" Willie got out of bed to pray 

In spite of frost and cold ; 
He would not wait the coming day ; 

I thought him wondrous bold ! 

" I fell asleep, and dreamed I saw 

The window opened wide ; 
And from a floating pale white cloud, 

The angels downward glide : 

« They floated, with large, broad, white wing, 

Into our little room, 
And then I heard the angels sing ! 

Gone was all midnight gloom : 

" Nearer, and nearer still, they came, 
Willie stretched out his arms ; 

One lovely angel spake his name, 
I only felt alarm : 
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" ' Are we to take them both ?' said one 5 

Soft music filled the air, 
He answered, ' Wo, the Holy One 

Wants but that child of prayer ; 

" ' We are to leave the other one 

A longer time on earth, 
With hope that he may learn to pray ; 

Willie prayed from his birth :' 

" Mamma, I felt my heart beat fast, 

As thus they turned from me ; 
And then methought they stood at last 

By the side of sweet Willie : 

"More bright their lovely faces grew, 

They stooped to kiss his brow ; 
And Willie smiled upon them too, 

His face was shining now ; 

" Then round his form their arms they twined, 

They floated far away, 
I cried aloud, ' Oh ! brother mine, 

Do not with angels play :' 

" They floated through a glittering star, 

And smaller still they grew ; 
Until, like clouds, they gleamed afar ! 

And Willie vanished too : 
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" And then I wept, which woke me up, 

Willie was by my side, 
Looking so like a pale snowdrop ; 

His large eyes opened wide : 

" Around his mouth, the same sweet smile 

The blessed angels left ; 
I stood and gazed on him awhile, 

And tried to hear his breath : 

" He looked so like the angels then, 

I whispered soft and low, 
A feeling strange shot through me when 

I kissed his cold white brow." 

The mother, as she listened, rose 

And hastened to his bed ; 
From his sweet face she drew the clothes ! 

And gazed upon the dead! 

Her precious darling Willie lay 

As if a sweet sleep taking ; 
His little form serenely lay 

In the sleep that knows no waking ! 
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THE OLD CHUECHTAED. 



Sweet was the waning light of soft July, 
Sweet was the breeze, so softly sweeping by. 
Cloudless, high heaven's dome of lovely blue, 
Nature, all indolence, seemed sleeping too. 
The pretty vicarage its shadows cast 
TJpon the churchyard, where, for ages past, 
The weary slept a long, deep sleep at last. 
The fervid noontide beams lay more than warm 
Upon the graves, which closely, thickly swarm. 
I love those old church walls, that shadow still. 
The sombre trees, the distant fir-crowned hill, 
The quaint and quiet porch, the little gate, 
Where the kind villagers in clusters wait. 
The old, the musical, the well-known bell, 
Borne on the passing breeze, appear to swell, 
And to the lingering listener seem to tell, 
" Come, hear the voice of him you love so well !' 
The clustering cottages, the village green, 
The busy hum, the far off hills just seen. 
The gathering silence, and the sudden gush 
Of melody, heard from the distant thrush. 
The hawthorn blossom, and the new mown hay, 
Which through the close in fragrant masses lay. 
The white magnolia, with its rich perfume, 
Breathing its scented breath in every room. 
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The lowing cattle, as they homeward wend, 
All, to that village, seem a charm to lend. 
The lowly blood-tipped daisy blossomed there, 
The dew's pervading essence in the air. 
A shadow o'er my brooding spirit fell, 
How, or from whence it came, I could not tell. 
I know the angelic host around us throng, 
To gladden with their help, to cheer with song. 
In ministry of angels I believe, 
Though their bright forms our eyes may not perceive. 
Spirits around us watch, both good and bad, 
And every sin makes our good angels sad. 
The lengthening shadow on the ground I threw, 
Seemed to find language, as it spread and grew. 
And thus, I thought, unconsciously we cast 
Some influence around us, sure to last. 
Our looks, our deeds, yes, every careless word 
Is noted here below, above is heard ! 
We cast the shadow of our influence here 
O'er all who love us, all we hold most dear- 
Awful the thought, should it not make us fear. 
Yes, each expression from my face to thine 
May breed some evil, or some thought divine ; 
All these, with our omissions, weave the shade, 
By our unthinking, careless influence made. 
In God's remembrance book these shades appear ; 
Does not the thought your softened conscience sear P 
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Powerful fop good or evil ; yea, far more 

Than you suppose. Dear reader, think it o'er. 

More than the world's allurements open spread, 

More potent even far than good words said, 

The expression seen upon thy face, even when fled, 

Sometimes recalled, when numbered with the dead. 

Unconscious influences help to mould 

The little children, lambs of the Saviour's fold ; 

Those fairy, lovely things, all smiles and tears, 

Favoured by angels, full of hopes and fears. 

The Bister owns the influence of her brother, 

And he again, the mastery of another. 

Eyes of affection on the watch to follow 

Each sinful word, or foolish act tomorrow. 

Let them not go before God's judgment seat, 

So unprepared their wounded Lord to meet ! 

Guard every action, word, and look, and deed, 

That could their conscience soil, their mind mislead. 

Place ye no stumbling-block within their way, 

To shut them out from Heaven's eternal day. 

The unseen angels, who around us press, 

Wave their bright wings, and point to righteouness. 

Now to that lovely village turn again, 
EoUow that good man's steps through sandy lane. 
Where'er he goes, some influence for good 
He leaves in each small cottage where he stood. 
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Behold him passing up the narrow stair, 

Behold him on his knees, in fervent prayer ! 

Hear him pour forth his soul to God, to spare 

Or save, for Jew?* sake, the dying there ! 

The woman speaks not, and the shades of death 

Creep o'er her pallid face, arresting breath. 

Behold her husband in the room below, 

O'er his brown face a look of touching woe. 

In passing out, that good man pressed his hand, 

With words of comfort, such as few withstand. 

He passed the threshold, all was still again, 

And then aloud the poor man spoke with pain : — 

" O God, lama sinner ! I would fain 

Lead a new life. Save me, my God, I pray ! 

Make me thine own, O Lord, this blessed day." 

He had heard all the clergyman had said, 

When praying by the bed of one since dead. 

The word divine went forth, " Let there be light" — 

And by that man received with glad delight. 

The old church tower loomed dark against the sky. 

The man of God was gone ! His influence passed not by. 

The unsleeping eye of God is on thee now ! 
Let not aught evil rest upon thy brow. 
Influence thou hast, conferred on thee by God ! 
Then use it for His glory ! plead His own word ! 
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Time, like a mighty river rushes by, 
And soon will land us in eternity ! ' 
Oh ! at the foot of Jesu's cross to lie ! 



} 



TIME AND DEATH. 

A sorrowful woman sat spinning in dread, 
And low o'er her wheel she bent her meek head ; 
A large shadow fell between her and the light, 
Shutting out the bright sun from her sorrowful sight. 
She had never seen anything like it before, 
And now the poor thing, as she gazed, trembled sore. 
• In his hand was an hour-glass, nearly run out ; 
" Art thou Death," asked she, trembling, and turning about. 
" Nay," he answered, " not Death, but his brother, am I," 
" Then why," said she, weeping, " come to me, tell me why ?" 
" I come to prepare for my brother the way, 
You have lived a long life, and night follows the day ; 
He will carry thee off to that unknown land 
Where all bear the marks of his cold, icy hand ; 
Learn to know me, and love me, and do not fear death, 
But welcome the speedy approach of his breath." 
" You are fearful to look at, I cannot," said she, 
"I dread his approach, and I even dread thee ;" 
Then covered her pale face, and wept bitterly. 



Digitized by 



Google 



58 TALES 70S MY GBANDCHILDBEN. 

One tried then to comfort her, lift up your eyes, 

And gaze on your far distant home in the skies. 

"Oh !" she said, " let me live in the world that I know, 

And take me not yet from this world full of woe." 

" Why so fearful*? for there thou shall never know pain !" 

" I know not the land/ 1 said she, weeping again. 

" The husband," said he, " thou shalt see, of thy youth, 

And the babes thou dost love with such fervour, and truth.' 

"And then," spake an angel, with face bright and sweet, 

" Thine own blessed Saviour, up there shalt thou meet, 

And adoringly kneel at the Lord's judgment seat ; 

The form of thy crucified God shalt thou see, 

Who gave himself up unto death, e'en for thee." 

She listened, entranced, as she raised her grey head, 
Her tears were all dried, vanished all her deep dread ; 
The shadow so fearful, she now thought quite bright, 
And, round her white hair, shone a silvery light. 

And now a dark angel appeared at the door, 
His footsteps, so soft, were unheard on the floor ; 
Through the widow's lane cottage, the Death angel passed, 
She feared neither Time, or grim Death, at the last. 
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THE PICTUBE. 

It was a lovely scene, all nature, seemed asleep, 

The breath of odorous flowers around appeared to creep ; 

The branching, waving trees, warm in the dying light, 

A golden sunset cast o'er all, so softly bright. 

In their deep shade reclining, in a cushioned chair, 

A pale girl lay, young, calm, and oh, so wondrous fair. 

One small white hand held, in its languid grasp, 

A rose ; the other, in her father's tender clasp. 

The rich and clustering curls of jetty hair 

Shaded the graceful form reclining there. 

"Eyes, richly, darkly, beautifully blue," 

With sweeping lashes of her hair's dark hue. 

Eyebrows, so delicate ; and darkly pencilled now 

Upon the marble whiteness of her snowy brow. 

Carried to rest each day, in the cool garden's shade, 

By the sweet clematis and honeysuckle* made. 

The breeze swept o'er her with his perfumed wings, 

The nightingale her plaintive love-song sings. 

"Ethel! my darling child," the old man said, 
Eeebly she turned to him her lovely head. 
Then, on the golden sunset's changing dyes, 
She once more fixed those lustrous, dying eyes, 
"Dost thou then feel no stronger, Ethel dear?" 
Tears welling up, choking his half-formed fear. 
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With voice of music, low and softly sweet, 

" "We part on earth, in heavenly courts to meet, 

There you will find me at my Saviour's feet ! 

For a short time I leave thee all alone, 

Think on our meeting there, the great white throne ! 

Oh ! I am nearing fast that heavenly shore, 

To dwell with Christ, my Lord, for evermore. 

Thy God his careful watch above thee keepeth, 

The God of Israel slumbereth not, nor sleepeth. 

Nay weep not thus, thou wilt not be forsaken, 

Though thy poor suffering child from earth be taken, 

In the full blaze of heaven to reawaken. 

" Hark ! angels to earth their flight are winging ! 

I hear their sweet angelic singing ! 

The joys of heaven they now are hymning. 

Look ! see you not the white-robed band 

Of angels, who around me stand !" 

From her fair cheeks hath fled the rose, 
The dark-fringed eyelids softly close, 
The white arms crossed upon her breast, 
With childlike faith, in perfect rest. 

From his full heart there burst one heavy groan, 
"Darling," he whispered, "yes, I am alone, 
And thou before the great Eternal's throne !" 
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THE DAMASK BOSE TBEE. 

The soft white clouds were floating o'er the sky, 
The breeze blew softly warm, and sighingly ; 
The shimmering light of summer's early dawn 
Danced o'er the flowers fresh, the emerald lawn ; 
The dewdrops hung like pearls on every leaf, 
Brilliant as youth's young hope, and quite as brief. 
Through the fair garden ran a sparkling stream, 
Sweetly it babbled on to things unseen. 
Sweet was the rustle of the giant trees, 
Sweet the low whispering of the dewy breeze, 
Sweet the far distant sound of old church chimes, 
Eepeating o'er and o'er, " Old times, old times." 
'Mid all the blooming, bright luxuriance there, 
A damask rose absorbed the owner's care. 
For years this tree had bloomed, a perfect gem, 
With blushing clusters on each slender stem ; 
Dearly he loved this one most lovely tree, 
Which now he gazed upon uneasily ; 
Musing, he stood, and pondered on the change, 
There were no clustering roses to arrange. 
Not one red blossom, with its rich perfume, 
Pleasure to give in some secluded room. 
" Both thorns and leaves upon that tree of mine, 
But not one rose, with myrtle green to twine." 

i 
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At length a gardener, being asked to tell 
The reason, said, " How can the tree do well, 
With this long ugly sucker from its side, 
Exhausting all its nourishment beside. 
From the rose tree remove that ceaseless drain, 
And it will then its pristine power regain, 
Will onie again its damask fragrance throw, 
And roses bloom once more with roseate glow." 

Will not my little readers strive to see, 

What ugly suckers in their hearts may be P 

Boot out at once all selfishness and pride, 

And all unlovely temper too besides. 

A haughty spirit goes before a fall ! 

Ah ! will you not to Him, who loved you all, 

In Jesu's name, for help and mercy call P 

Ask! and His Holy Spirit He will give! 

'35s Christ who saith, " Turn unto me, and live !" 



THE FLOWERS. 

The hour was evening, and the blinking stars, 
Like sapphire gems, were gleaming from afar. 
The bees, well laden all, were flying home, 
Disposed no further from their hive to roam. 
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In the soft silence, musical their hum, 

They seemed so to enjoy their work well done. 

Cooler and pleasanter the evening grew, 

As one by one the bees still homeward flew. 

The gay petunia shuts its blossoms tight, 

First wishing all the flowers a kind good night. 

A rose, fresh planted, drooped its pretty head 

With a half muttered wish that she were dead. 

" Yes, she may water, but I will not grow, 

I do'not like thus living here below." 

A fair young form was bending o'er the rose, 

Perchance to see its sweet pink leaves unclose. 

Up at the house she looked with pain of mind, 

One window there was curtained with a blind; 

O'er her there"came a wandering mist of dread, 

" I cannot bear the thought," she sadly said. 

" Why do I think of death, she must not die ; 

I could not live without her, would not try." 

" Oh ! death," she pleaded, " pass that loved one by !" 

The flowers watched her from the garden go, 

With lingering step, and oh, so full of woe. 

She gains the house, then softly shuts the door, 

Beside her falls a shadow on the floor. 

On to one room she goes, with fluttering breath, 

The shadow following close, the shadow — death. 
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" Oh ! I am thirsty," gasps the poor moss rose 
To her twin sister, " thirstier than 70a suppose ; . 
I cannot bear this life, I too must die :" 
Thus as she spoke, her rich pink colours fly. 

" No one has been near me for full a week," 

Cries the sweet william, " water I too seek." 

With anger, as she spoke, she crimsoned o'er, 

"Watching with burning eyes the half-shut door. 

" Yes, I am parched to death." " Die," buzzed the bee, 

" No honey can I get from such as thee." 

"I," said the tall petunia, " shall shut up," 
So saying, gracefully she closed her cup. 

" I wish you, each and all, a kind good night," 
The lily murmured from her wrapper white. 

But no one answered ; through the garden swept 
A black-robed figure, weeping as she stepp'd. 
" Ah !" sighed the rose, " I know the little thing, — 
Has her sweet mother's spirit taken wing ?" 
The canterbury bell turned white with sorrow, 
Thinking upon the poor child's lonely morrow. 

" Yes ! here I am again," the pale girl sighed ! 

" She's gone, and I have borne it, have not died." 

Tightly she clasps her tiny hands together, 

And, as the tears gush forth, she murmurs — " Mother ! 
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Is thy sweet spirit now o'ershadowing me ? 
The love I felt for thee— idolatry /" 
A stream of music floated through the air. 
And angels' wings appeared to rustle there. 
To heaven she instant raised her tearful eyes, 
And saw the brilliant stars still in the skies. 
They kindly twinkled on the weeping maid, 
And one bright gem appeared as if it said : — 
" Be comforted, poor child, and weep no more, 
She is but gone where Christ hath gone before \ " 

The mourner to her flowers turned again — 
She gave them water, and they soothed her pain. 



A TALE OF THE HEBEIDES. 

Of Kilda's rocky isle this tale is told, 

"Where frown old Scotland's cliffs in grandeur bold. 

A desolate, and small, and lonely one, 

Where dwelt a widow with an only son. 

Her husband had in fishing lost his life, 

Whilst waging with the sea unequal strife. 

Called on so fearfully with him to part, 

'Twas Eonald only soothed her breaking heart. 

She trained him in the love and fear of Q-od, 

Taught him to read and love His written word. 
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From Ireland and Scotland, when their sole food foiled, 

Was heard gaunt famine's melancholy wail. 

Bonald's poor mother, in her sea-girt home, 

Suffered acutely, but suffered not alone. 

Bonald, to help their scanty meal, one day 

Walked off to where the wild fowl's eggs thick lay. 

Most dangerous the rash attempt at best, 

Large fissures in the cliffs, formed the birds' nests. 

" Bonald, my only darling, pray take care, 

Lest you in climbing miss your footing there." 

His mother's fervent blessing followed him, 

As with a bag, to put the eggs within, 

He starts, with knife and rope, the spoil to win. 



High rose the cliffs, three hundred feet or more, ' 

The sea against their base, dashing with maddened roar. 

At times it broke in wild fantastic spray, 

Like glittering gems, seen in the sun's bright ray. 

Most beautiful, and grand in the extreme, 

Was the wild view, by early morning seen. 

Poor Bonald's eye was heavy, heart was sad, — 

]?ood for his starving mother must be had ; 

His eyes saw not upon the heaving wave 

The laden vessel hastening on to save. 

Onward she scuds before the rattling wind, 

Wave closely following rolling wave behind. 



5 
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[Old England's kindly hearts were wrung for thee, — 
Old England's lovely queen felt for thy misery !] 

A rope is fastened now round Bonald's waist. 

Over the cliff he swings, tempting his fate. 

His comrade's stalwart arms lower him down 

Over the beetling crags, which darkly frown. 

They halt him near a fissure in the rock, 

Where the wild sea-birds in vast numbers flock. 

On a projecting piece, he plants his foot, 

In his right hand his sharpened knife he took. 

A bird flew out to strike him with its wing ; 

With his sharp knife he tries to make a spring. 

What has he done ? He has not struck the bird, 

But cut through half his rope ! oh, then was heard 

One ringing, wild, and agonizing shriek ! 

His friends above, to draw him up now seek. 

A wild abyss of waters raged below, 

Above him rose the steep stern cliff; oh woe ! 

He feels strand after strand is giving way ! 

" Oh ! my God, save me ;" thus he strives to pray. 

" Comfort my mother, oh, my God," he cries; 

Then on the awful scene he closed his eyes ! 

Another snap, as up they gently pull, 

He knows he's near tbe top, his heart is full. 

Again the straining rope cracks 'neath his weight — 

He feels that he must go, must meet his fate. 
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One longing look lie gives to heaven above ! 

One lingering thought upon his mother's love ! 

A cry he hears above the waters wild — 

His mother's frantic shriek for her lost child ! 

He knows no more, all, all grows dark around. 

A strong hand grasped him, as the rope gave way, 

Saved from an awful death, fainting he lay. 

The mother and her son, — fond, guileless pair, 

Locked in each other's arms, absorbed in prayer ; 

Their o'ercharged hearts filled with intensest love 

For Him whose pitying eye had watched them from above ! 



THE DEWDROP. 

Rosy morn was withdrawing her curtain one day, 
And the singing birds peeping from each leafy spray ; 
A glittering dewdrop like a king on his throne, 
Sat surrounded by servants, in beauty alone ; 
He allotted a task to each bright shining drop. 
All were gone save the least, here he made a full stop. 
He paused for a moment, the silence then broke, 
And thus to the small glistening dewdrop he spoke: — 
" Oo thou to the earth, find out something to do, 
Thou art sent from above, be but faithful and true." 
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The dewdrop departed at once to this earth, 

Where the flowers in beauty bloomed fresh from their birth. 

Pond zephyr passed o'er with his sweet-scented breath, 

Softly kissing the buds fading fast into death. 

The dewdrop passed on to a beautiful rose, 

The sweetest, he thought, that on earth could unclose. 

The bud sadly drooped, 'neath the sun's ardent ray, 

And hung its sweet head in a half timid way. 

In the heart of a pink fragrant rose see the drop ; 

Much revived, the fair blossom hoped there it would stop. 

The sad owner of all these gay flowers walked in 

With a sorrowful heart, not a thought could they win. 

At length on the rose's pink bosom he cast 

An admiring look, as he sadly walked past. 

For glancing and gleaming upon it he sees 

A pearly bright drop, the fastidious to please. 

" How perfectly lovely," he wearily sighed, 

" Oh ! pardon, my Saviour, my folly and pride ; 

In the rose Thou hast bidden Thy dewdrop to hide, 

And the dew of Thy Spirit will not be denied 

To the sorrowful heart, by a dewdrop thus taught 

To look up with hope to Thy heavenly court. 

Thou who carest for flowers, wilt still care for me ! 

The promise contained in Thy word, my sole plea." 

He turned from the garden a happier man ; 

Sorrow lasts not for ever, life is but a span. 

K 
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The dewdrop left earth for its own native skies, 
And shone in a rainbow's most beautiful dyes. 

In the churchyard another long mound could be seen, 
Where a pale girl was kneeling in sorrow most keen. 
An orphan, she knelt by her mother's lone grave, 
And wildly she called on that mother to save. 
" Ah ! mother, sweet mother, no longer you hear, 
I call thee in vain, I'm alone with my fear." 
But lo ! as she raises her tear-swollen eyes, 
The rainbow of promise she sees in the skies. 
The brilliant arch fixed her attention, and there 
From her lips issued words of low pleading and prayer. 
" Blessed Saviour! Thy promise, Thy word cannot fail, 
And the orphan's sad plaint, with her God shall prevail. 
In the bright tinted bow, I behold His sweet smile ! 
And His blessing will come, though it tarry awhile." 
" Thy father, thy mother, and all may forsake thee, 
Yet I, the Lord God, will still comfort and take thee." 
Much cheered the poor girl turned away to depart, 
The promise, so precious, locked close in her heart. 

Tne dewdrop now in mist rose tip once more, 

To fall again upon the hot sea store. 

Where do you think that glittering treasure fell ? 

Within a silver tinted oyster shell. 

And down they went, beneath the sounding wave, 

To where the corals grow, the fishes lave ; 
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Where lie the wreck of ships with goodly freight, 

Where human hones lie still in peaceful state, 

TTnkenned, unknown, their mighty resting place, 

Far from their home, the loved, the missing face. 

Oh ! troubled ocean, grand in thy gloomy might, 

Why hast thou quenched in death forms once so bright ! 

Sadly we gaze upon the changing sea, 

And on their ocean-grave think mournfully ! 

Meantime, a toiling pearl-fisher came down, 

With weary look upon his face so brown ; 

For weeks his labour had been fruitless all, 

Pain to his heart, his children's starving call. 

If not successful now, must they all die ? 

He looked to Heaven, mute, but so pleadingly. 

His Father's eye he knew was on him now, 

And, cheered with hope, he cleared his manly brow. 

Hark ! the glad cry that echoes from the shore ! 

He trusted in his God — and wants no more. 

Deep grateful joy is beaming in his eye, 

As with his pearl, he goes home prayerfully. 

A full, abiding, trusting love in God, — 

A God of truth, and faithful to His word. 

The mission of the dewdrop here, thus ends, 
My tale is finished too, my little friends. 
Some sorrowing heart the dewdrop had made glad ; 
No joy on earth like that — to soothe the sad. 
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'Twas but a dewdrop small, you smiling saj ; 

•True, and a little child on earth can pray, 

Give me, O Lord, sufficient for my day ; 

Can be obedient, loving, gentle, kind, 

Striving the pearl, the priceless pearl to find. 

All else is vanity below, Solomon the Preacher cries, 

And I, your true and faithful friend, bid you go do likewise. 



A CHILD'S FAITH! 

Tobbents of rain came pouring down, 

Enough to inundate the town. 

Sound a mud hovel roared the wind, 

Pit to appal the stoutest mind ; 

And there two shiv'ring children stood, 

Without a bit of fire or food. 

The tempest raging fearfully, 

The children listening tearfully. 

They now still closer draw together, 

Terrified at the raging weather. 

Lifting their little hearts in prayer, 

To the great God who watched them there. 

A miser crouched beside their door, 
Rich in his purse, in spirit poor; 
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Holding around his withered form 
His ragged cloak, be crouched forlorn. 
Enter the hut, he did not dare, 
For fear he should be asked to share 
His money with the half starred there. 
Move on, he could not, for the rain, 
So there the miser crouched in pain. 
The wind still raged around them wild, 
Paling the cheek of either child. 
With awe they listen to the storm, 
As dusky night draws slowly on. 
" Oh ! Nelly, I am hungry, dear," 
Cried Willy, with a starting tear. 
Nelly caressed the little form, 
Already trembling at the storm ; 
Striving, with soft words, to express 
For the poor boy her tenderness. 
Down came a large tree with a crash, 
•Struck by the lightning's vivid flash. 
" Nelly," he said, with awe-struck tone, 
" I do not think we are alone ; 
Sister, I think God cares for us, 
To shield us both from danger thus. 
Suppose," with quivering voice, he said, 
" We ask our God to send us bread ?" 
"Yes, dear," she answered, "let us pray 
For food sufficient for our day." 
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The children knelt down hand in hand, 

Angels unseen around them stand. 

" Our Father, which art in heaven," 

Up to their God the prayer has risen ; 

" Thy little children here proclaim, 

All hallowed be Thy holy name ; 

Thy kingdom come, Thy will be done ; 

With pity hear, oh ! blessed One ; 

" Owe us this day our daily bread ! " 

They paused, expecting to be fed. 

The miser, who still lingered there, 

Heard from their lisping tongues the prayer. 

It even touched his stony heart, 

Unwonted tears of pity start ; 

He held the loaf, that evening bought, 

A new-born feeling filled his heart ; 

He softly pushed their crazy door, 

And flung the bread upon the floor. 

He heard a cry of stifled joy 

Burst from the white lips of the boy: 

" It came right down from heaven," he said, 

" Because we asked our God for bread. 

I felt so sure we should be fed ! 

Oh, I love Godl He is so good! 

We'll ask him every day for food." 

The dread storm-king had passed away, 

Morn ushered in a lovely day. 
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And now the miser homeward went, 

Deep in his heart the message sent. 

A few short months, and then he died, 

But not before he earnest tried 

To praise the little children's God, 

Whose prayer first led him to His word. 

The cot, in which he lived, he gave 

To those, who helped his soul to save. 

And oh ! with solemn deep devotion, 

They ever prayed with sweet emotion : — 

" Give us this day our daily bread, 

May we with heavenly food be fed, 

* Angels in heaven perform Thy will ; 

And we on earth would follow still. 

Father receive our fervent prayer, 

May we with saints Thy blessing share. 

With saints and angels join the strain 

Of praise to God ! Amen ! Amen !" 
Oh ! for such deep unwavering faith in God ! 
Oh ! for such childlike trust, such waiting upon God ! 



THE POOTPEINTS. 

Oh ! bright was the morning, and sunny the day, 
When two lovely young girls first set out on their way ; 
Both clad in white garments, as yet quite unsoiled, 
With them, e'en the evil one felt himself foiled ; 
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They each wore the badge of the Lord of the land, 

And each fondly hoped in His presence to stand. 

The city He lived in, was far, far away, 

And wondrously bright was the palace, some say, 

Though dangerous now was the difficult way. 

The country, they heard, had not always been so, 

The grim prince of darkness had wrought all the woe ; 

Who, rebelling against the good Monarch of all, 

Had ravaged the country soon after his fall. 

Oh ! marred was the beauty, and changed was the land, 

Which still bore the marks of his lawless command. 

What think you the Monarch's great love had then done ? 

He had sent to that country His well beloved Son ; 

And there, for a brief space, He dwelt in deep love, 

With patience and pity, fresh caught from above. 

Then returning, He left the way open to all 

Who would walk in His footsteps, and on His name call. 

The road to the palace through a wilderness lay, 

Infested with serpents and fierce beasts of prey ; 

And the servants of darkness were lying in wait 

To lure them away from a Master they hate. 

Yes, bright was the morning, and lovely the day, 

On which Claudine and Meta pursued their lone way ; 

The soft turf was spangled with flowers in bloom, 

And the breeze brought the scent of furze, violets, and broom. 

A small brook bubbled merrily in the sunshine, 

Reflecting the willows and banks fringed with thyme. 
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No cloud dimmed the blue of the beautiful skies, 
And the ether was clear as the children's bright eyes. 
On the scene they were leaving, they wistfully gaze, 
On the tremulous leaves, and the warm dreamy haze. 
" Come Meta," said Claudine, "we must linger no more, 
"We must cross the wild desert, to gain a calm shore." 
" Ah, wait awhile longer, I cannot go yet," — 
And Claudine walked on with her loving eyes wet. 
The pathways were many, and officers stand 
At the entrance gate of that far distant land ; 
They were in the King's service, devoted to Him, 
And enemies all to that dark prince of sin. 
One approached, and most kindly asked Claudine her name, 
She thought of poor Meta, and paler became. 
" The roads are so many, I fear much to stray, 
"Will you put me," she softly said, " in the right way ?" 
"Yes, the pathways are many," he answered, "but see 
The path by the Prince of light, marked out for thee. 
Follow closely His footprints, you cannot go wrong, 
In the strength of the Lord, you shall conquer ere long ; 
He has left an account of His journey all through 
This desolate waste, which I now give to you. 
Follow closely the steps of a Prince, good and true, 
And whose eyes are so constantly bent upon you." 
He placed in her hands a small book with a clasp, 
The corners were gold, and the lock, and the hasp ; 

L 
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In the clasp was a jewel, of lustre most rare, 

The chain wrought in links the most curious and fair. 

A key of pure gold was attached to it there, 

With the jewels arranged, to form the word prayer. 

" Watch and pray then," he said, " and the Master we serve, 

At your cry will be ready, your life to preserve. 

But remember that all who set forth on this race 

Do not reach the fair city prepared by His grace ; 

Those only are worthy to dwell with our Lord, 

Who follow His precepts, and live on His word ; 

Those who walk on in faith, with their robes undented, 

Shall enter His presence ; so go thy way, child." 

" Is the journey a long one ?" she timidly asked ; 

" Not to all, for to some it is very soon passed ; 

The Lord of the land calls His servants to Him 

When he needs them, and sometimes to save them from sin." 

" May I seek out, when tired, a place where to rest ?" 

" What the Lord of the land hath provided is best." 

Claudine passed on her journey to reach that fair land, 

Where she hoped 'mid the ransomed and blessed to stand! 

Claudine entered a path which now skirted a wood, 

And here for one moment she anxiously stood. 

She opened her casket, to take out her book, 

And gone from her brow was that sad, troubled look. 

Lo ! Meta came bounding along by her side, 

She had reached the same pathway, and walked on beside. 
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The pathway was pleasant, though not quite so bright 

As the one they had left far behind out of sight. 

The sunbeams came stealing and peeping through trees, 

While around them was heard the soft hum of the bees. 

The flowers of earth, to the maidens so dear, 

Still glittered with dewdrops, distilling like tears. 

A butterfly, brilliant with colour, flew by, 

And Meta, to catch it, would heedlessly try ; 

In vain Glaudine called, she was soon out of sight, 

And eagerly followed its whimsical flight ; 

She quitted the pathway, she plunged through the grass, 

Into dangerous places the rash girl would pass ; 

She stumbles and falls, then is caught by her chain, 

Then onward she rushes, wild and wilful again. 

At length, the gay insect soars high over head, 

And Meta stands panting, quite disappointed. 

She was deep in the wood, she had quite lost her way, 

Half frightened, she sits down to weep in dismay. 

Each time that the tall ferns were moved by the wind, 

She fancied a wild beast was lurking behind ; 

She listens in terror to hear its quick rush, 

Or the hiss of a serpent disturb the deep hush. 

Once more for an outlet she searches in vain, 

Then forces her way through the brushwood with pain. 

She calls upon Claudine ; an answer ! — Ah, no ! 

Poor Meta hears only the mocking echo ! 
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She remembers her casket, she takes out her book, 
Her hand trembles too much to unlock it to look. 
Again she shrieks, " Claudine, O Claudine, appear," 
In the distance she hears a voice, — " Meta ! here ! here !" 
Through the brambles she bursts with a cry of delight, 
And sobs forth her joy in her Claudine's dear sight. 
" Oh ! Meta, we promised to keep the right way, 
Which would lead to the regions of light and of day ; 
We must get back as quickly as ever we can, 
For the daylight has dwindled almost to a span. 
So Meta limped on, with a thorn in her foot, 
Which cruelly pained her each step that she took. 
" Oh, Claudine," she sobbed, " is there no shorter way ?" 
"Yes," whispered a voice, " if with me you will stay." 
Both started and turned to see who was in sight, 
And beheld one who looked like no servant of light. 
" He wears not the badge of our Prince," said Claudine, 
" And the cross on his forehead is not to be seen." 
She turned coldly away, " We go not with you, 
You are not the real servant of our Lord, good and true." 
He followed, still whispering words of soft guile, 
He told them of rest with a deep cunning smile. 
"Look Meta," cried Claudine, " the footprints are here," 
And she pointed them out with a smile and a tear. 
As she spoke, a bright sunbeam flashed full on her key, 
With a murmur of gladness, she sank on her knee, 
And the dark tempter fled from her, shudderingly. 
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They now come to a grassy mound under a tree, 

Where the flowers were sweet, and most lovely to see. 

Glaudine opened her book, her Lord's journey to read, 

Storing up in her heart, some bright promise to plead. 

Meantime, Meta sat playing with flowers and moss, 

Then she took up her casket, and looked on the cross. 

Her key, beside Claudine's, looked dirty and dim, 

And grated most harshly the stiff lock within. 

At length, when unfastened, she read not a word, 

But sat idly watching the flight of a bird. 

She gazed on the clouds flitting fast o'er the sky, 

And dreamily heard the breeze murmuring by. 

Thus they sat for some time, when a little boy came, 

Who was going their way, he said, Paul was his name. 

He flung himself down beside Meta to play, 

And soon were they talking and laughing away. 

At length, Claudine was roused by a long fearful scream, 

Half concealed by the grass, a small serpent was seen. 

Claudine, hastily helped the lame Meta to rise, 

Begging Paul to depart with them, if he were wise. 

He laughed at their fears, watched the snake drawing nigh, 

Admired its skin, and its glittering eye. 

Glaudine warned him of danger, besought him to start, 

He still played with the serpent, and let them depart* 

So the two girls reluctantly went on their way, 

And left Paul alone, with the snake still at play. 
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They found themselves now on a wide open plain, 

Where the earth and sky met in the distance again. 

The noonday sun beamed full on Meta's bare head, 

" But our kind Prince's footprints are here/ 9 Claudine said. 

Their eyes ached and throbbed with the glare of the sands, 

And blistered alike were their feet and their hands. 

Not a thing was in sight, save a huge heap of stone, 

Claudine toiled on to reach, and examine alone. 

The light of her jewel shone on the Lord's mark, 

" It is here, Meta, here, though quite worn and dark, 

The Lord's mark is here, we may sit down awhile," 

And Olaudine's sweet face rippled o'er with a smile. 

In poor Meta's foot, there still rankled the thorn ; 

She was thirsty, and fretful, and hot, and wayworn. 

Her eyes were turned longingly back to the wood ; 

Sighing deeply, she limped to where Claudine now stood. 

" Yes, weary indeed is the long dreary plain, 

But our own Prince of life has passed through the same pain. 

Oh, Meta, for us, He bore suffering and heat, 

And if we still follow, that Prince shall we meet." 

She tenderly placed the girl's head on her breast, 

And added, " With Hvm we shall have perfect rest." 

" Oh, yes," answered Meta, "but are you quite sure 

The Prince will take children so wretchedly poor P" 

" Yes, He says so Himself." Then she went on to tell 

Of that glorious home, where the ransomed all dwell ; 
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Where they never should hunger or thirst any more, 
On that blissfully sinless and far distant shore. 
Then they rose from the stones to walk over the waste, 
For, far must they journey, ere such bliss they may taste. 
The wind swept in gusts o'er the wild, barren plain, 
And blew the hot dust in the girls' eyes again. 
Tet still they toiled on, with the wind in their face, 
While their princely Lord's footprints still dimly they trace. 
Claudine dwelt on His promises, mused on His word, 
Till she fancied almost that His dear voice she heard ; 
She fancied the hands, pierced and wounded for them, 
Were guiding them on, and all evil would stem. 
But the desert around her, was all Meta saw, 
She felt not those wounded hands lovingly draw. 

Foolish Paul was still lying beneath the same tree, 
With the snake coiled up near him, quite hideous to see. 
He lay plucking the flowers, and pulling the grass, 
And watching the serpent before his eyes pass. 
He seemed to forget all the warnings received, 
Or if he had heard them, they were not believed, 
The soft air passed wooingly over his face, 
And made hini forget the long way yet to trace. 
The murmuring trees whispered soft overhead. 
And steeped him in langour, without fear or dread. 
The sunbeams now under the canopy steal, 
And the heat, so intense, made the idle boy feel. 
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He arose and ran off to the forest so wide. 
The serpent still gliding along by his side. 
The heat soon obliged him to slacken his pace, 
Though he still hoped the girls to o'ertake in their race. 
So he wandered more slowly beneath the trees' shade, 
By the boughs arching over, soft shadow was made. 
He never once thought of the footprints, or key 
Which dangled most carelessly down to his knee. 
A young man now rapidly crossed the side walk, 
And from the green alley came laughter and talk. 
He reaches the spot whence the voices proceed, 
And there saw a table well laden indeed ; 
It was covered with flowers, with fruit, and with wine, 
And the revellers drank, taking no thought of time. 
One poured out for Paul a cup sparkling to drink, 
And Paul quaffed it off without pausing to think. 
Another would twine a rare wreath for his brow, 
And Paul was drawn in with the revellers now. 
He well knew this road could not lead to the land 
Where his heavenly Prince with His followers stand. 
He saw that they wore not the badge of the Lord, 
Yet listened to all their profane and wild words. 
He saw that their garments were more or less stained, 
And yet, with the reckless, the weak boy remained. 
He found that his casket stood much in his way, 
So Paul laid it aside the more easy to play. 
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And then his voice rose, aye, the loudest of all, 

As he quaffed the red Wine at his comrades' gay call. 

The fruit was so tempting, the wine was so cool, 

Yet it quenched not his thirst, but it made him a fool. 

His hand grew unsteady ; in raising it up, 

He spilled the red wine from his flagon-like cup. 

It left a deep stain on his garment of white, 

Which for one moment sobered the wild boy's delight. 

The serpent was gliding through flowers and fruit, 

But that did not stop the lad's foolish pursuit. 

Then a voice sternly whispered, " What doest thou here ?" 

But nothing he saw, when he looked round in fear. 

And as nobody else the still warning had heard, 

He forgot the deep dread which his bosom had stirred. 

He laughed all the louder, to hide the real shock 

He felt, when he heard them his Master's name mock. 

Though ashamed of his cowardice, still he spoke not ! 

Too soon was all warning and precept forgot. 

Then they turned upon Paul with their taunts, until stung, 

He tore off his badge, on the ground was it flung ; 

Still paler he grew, as a dark shadowy form 

Appeared, and the laughter was hushed in alarm. 

The terrible phantom glided swiftly past Paul, 

And seized the one next, to the horror of all. 

Yes, he seized the weak scoffer, and bore him away, 

To the blackness of night, from the brightness of day. 
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Paul well knew the servant of the Lord of the land, 

And feared to be summoned in His presence to stand. 

Sick and frightened, he quickly stole off from them all, 

Nor once turned his head at their loud jeering call. 

Not far had he gone when he sunk on the ground, 

And languidly gazed on the forest around. 

The scent of the flowers waxed faint in the air, 

He heeds not the spirit-voice whispering, " Beware !" 

Too soon was he buried in slumber profound, 

In a stupor so heavy, he hears not a sound. 

The trail of the serpent was there evermore, 

For the snake still lay coiled 'mid the flowers he wore. 

The serpent at length to his warm bosom crept ; 

Ah ! had you but seen him, you surely had wept. 

Loathsome reptiles crawled o'er him, foul birds of the air 

Stained the garments of Paul, once so white and so fair. 

We return to the two girls still journeying on, 
They did not dare tarry, or rest very long. 
Thirsty Claudine could drink of the "water of life" 
But to M eta's weak faith, 'twas no water of life. 
While Claudine drank freely again and again, 
Meta found that her casket gave nothing but pain. 
While one walked on refreshed and well able to toil, 
The other felt faint on the hot burning soil. 
They marked the sun slowly decline in the west, 
He was gorgeously sinking in glory to rest. 



Digitized by 



Google 



TAXES FOB MY GBAtfDCHILDBEN. 87 

Then they stood on the edge of a steep rocky cliff, 

Which they knew they must go down, with limbs bruised 

Meta looked with dismay on a pathway so worn, [and stiff. 

And the face of the rock seemed both rugged and torn. 

She said they must find out a much better way, 

Claudine showed her the footprints distinct in the clay. 

With unwavering courage she turned her sweet face, 

Preparing the difficult pathway to trace. 

" See ! earth bathed in the light of the fast setting sun, 

His course through the heavens, dear Meta, is run ; 

His glorious colouring spreads o'er the Bky ! 

Ah, why do you gaze on such beauty, and cry !" 

Claudine thought, as she drank in the beautiful sight, 

That it must be reflected, so radiantly bright, 

From her Master's gold walls, in such pure liquid light, 

From the palace she longed so to enter within, 

From the halls of her God, pure, and free from all sin, 

Where trouble and Borrow could ne'er enter in ; 

A home which she meekly determined to win. 

The golden harps, Claudine appeared now to hear ; 

Entranced, she half looked for her Lord to appear. 

The angels' sweet voices around the white throne, 

Was the sound Claudine heard at that moment alone. 

She starts from her dream, turns to Meta again, 

And down the steep rock-way they clamber with pain ; 

The sharp broken points bruised and wounded their feet, 

The frowning rocks seemed in some places to meet. 
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They paused for a moment to breathe and take rest ; 

The fast waning light troubled Meta's weak breast. 

The glow of the sunset still lingered above, 

To the maidens appearing a token of love. 

" Courage, Meta," said Glaudine, " a few short steps more, 

And we rest ; for our journey is now almost o'er." 

The air was much cooler, the heat of day past, 

The gloom of deep twilight was coming at last. 

Through the valley a brawling stream bubbled along, 

They drank a deep draught, and felt freshened and strong ; 

They bathed in the water their poor swollen feet, 

Then sank down to rest on a cool mossy seat. 

Both the girls looked around at the valley so wide, 

Seeming hemmed in by rocks now on every side. 

The last flash of rosy light faded away, 

And across the wide valley, the -dark shadows lay ; 

One by one the bright stars glimmered forth in the sky, 

And the white fleecy clouds float with majesty by. 

Glaudine watched them appear in the heavens deep blue, 

As around them their radiance they peacefully threw. 

Meta watched them reflected in the clear running stream, 

Over which Glaudine sees her in sad silence lean. 

The stillness oppressed her, close she clings to Claudine, 

" How dark, very soon nothing here will be seen." 

Glaudine lovingly whispers, " Our Master is right, 

And around us Hi* angels are camped through the night." 
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" But how can we quit this dark valley of gloom ?" 
"He will show us, if patient," said Claudine, "full soon." 
As she spoke, a bright messenger stood by her side ! 
Who seemed to throw light on the valley so wide* 
She knew that he came from the Lord of the land, 
She knew that she soon in His presence should stand. 
Nothing terribly dark, smiling kindly and bright, 
He appeared to her view like an angel of light. 
She fondly kissed Meta with a feeling of awe, 
And grasping her key, she prepared to withdraw. 
Her dress, in the starlight, looked dazzling white, 
And her casket emitted a strange radiant light. 
Meta looked on bewildered, she could not but fear, 
When the messenger took her companion so dear. 
With passionate sobs, she besought her to stay, — 
As a morning dreams melts, she hath vanished away ! 
With a burst of wild weeping, she sinks on the ground, 
And Claudine no more in that valley was found. 

And Paul, who for hours lay sleeping, awoke ; 
A wild frightful scream from the wretched boy broke ; 
Through the forest at random he recklessly fled, 
As he thought of his vision, still wildly he sped. 
He had dreamed he was feasting again in the bower, 
And that merriment filled up the fast flying hour ; 
He dreamed that their robes became garments of flame, 
That the evil one mockingly called on his name ; 
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That the flowery garlands, enwreathed round each head, 

Concealed fiery serpents that filled him with dread ; 

That he gazed till he felt the dark messenger's grasp, 

And the touch woke him up, with a shriek and a gasp. 

The pain still thrilled through him wherever he went ; 

Ah ! little he thought, 'twas the serpent he felt. 

He unconsciously carried it still in his breast, 

And its sharp stings deprived him of peace and of rest. 

The afternoon sun shone still bright through the trees. 

The lengthening shadows the foolish boy sees. 

He had strayed very far from the right path he knew, 

And was loosing all wish for the good and the true ; 

He was tired and weary of being alone, 

And hailed the appearance of one quite unknown. 

On his forehead, a dreadful disfiguring mark, 

As if burnt with a brand, most unseemly and dark. 

His face had been once very handsome, but now 

It was all scarred and seamed from the cheek to the brow ; 

While his eyes flashed at times with a fiery glow, 

As wolf-like he fixed on his prey here below. 

He laughed when he heard of Paul's story and fears, 

He laughed at repentance, he laughed at his tears, 

He told him with him to be happy for years. 

Paul cowered beneath the fierce look of his eye, 

And turned from his glance with a shuddering sigh. 

Lo ! there he beheld the same officer stand, 

4 

Who had shown him the road to the Prince's own land. 
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His looks were quite full of kind pitying sorrow, 

He points to the stains, " Gome with me, and tomorrow 

I will lead where alone you can wash, or can borrow." 

The other one whispered quite close to his ear, 

" If you listen to him, you 're a fool, do you hear ! 

I can show you a pool that will do just as well." — 

The officer answered, " He will lead you to hell /" 

And once more he kindly and gravely draws nigh, 

He again takes his hand, with a pitying sigh ; 

" Beturn to the Lord of the land, while there 's time, 

Now choose, and for ever, be that bad man's, or mine !" 

Again the wild flash of those eyes met his own, 

And he fled on his way with a withering moan. 

Need I follow the boy in his desperate course ! 

Through the forest he rushed, like a riderless horse. 

The scene became wilder, the farther he went, 

And the thorns and the briars with nettles were blent. 

The dark clouds were gathering over him fast, 

And the night breeze, so chill, sweeping sullenly past. 

The way became darker, the road grew more steep, 

The serpent is stinging, ah ! well may he weep. 

In the distance he sees, by a dull, lurid glow, 

The messenger dark he had reason to know. — 

lake a blood-hound he tracked. With a cry of despair 

The wretched boy rushed through the dense, murky air. 

In his terror, he felt for his chain ; it was gone, 

The slime of the serpent its gold links had worn. 
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The key from his breast had been carelessly torn, 
And of every hope was the hapleBS boy shorn. 
Too late, Paul ; too late — one more staggering bound, 
When, exhausted and dying, he sinks to the ground ; 
And there he lay bleeding and stunned, until roused 
By the sting of the serpent, in his bosom still housed. 
He found it had grown both in size and in strength, 
With ten thousand sharp fangs both to bite and torment. 
Mad with terror, he struggled most fiercely, in vain, 
The serpent hath wound his coils round him again, 
And the messenger finds him half maddened with pain. 
As fast as he tears the snake off from one place, 
It fixed on another, and soon reached his face. 
'Mid his shrieks of remose and deep anguish — too late— 
The dark messenger bears him away to his fate ! 

And now we must follow poor Meta again, 
In the dark valley wandering, in sorrow and pain, 
Sobbing piteously, on the bare rock long she lay, 
She calls upon Claudine, she strives now to pray. 
The long weary hours with slow wings are creeping, 
Her eyes growing dim with sad watching and weeping. 
She wondered if Claudine had reached the Lord's land ; 
She pictured the angel-girl taking her stand ; 
She heard her voice calling, and rose up to go, 
Then frightened, she sinks back in sorrow and woe. 
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There the weak girl sat trembling, and longing for light, 

Through the deep'ning gloom, vainly straining her sight. 

Oh, how she then wished she had carefully trod 

In the footprints marked out by a suffering God. 

The stars from the heavens withdraw their bright shining, 

And Meta still droops on the cold earth repining. 

Then she thought she heard Claudine's sweet whispering voice, 

" Ah ! Claudine, return, my fond heart to rejoice." 

She thought with deep grief of her casket neglected, 

"Ah! Claudine," she sobbed, "you read, prayed, and reflected." 

Her key wato half rusty, the jewels were dim, 

Her tears fell like rain, as she thought on her sin. 

The key once again in the lock finds its place, 

With delight she now tries the dim letters to trace. 

The jewelled cross shone at each effort more bright, 

And there glittered around it a singular light. 

She saw too more plainly the stains on her dress, 

And again to her heart the bright cross would she press. 

She found she must seek a particular spring, 

Where the stains might be cleansed by the water within. 

For none could e'er hope that fair palace to win, 

Whose robes were not free from uncleanness and sin. 

She read, " Worthy the Lamb who was slain for me," 

And lowly she worships the Lamb on her knee. 

She wearily climbs up the mountain with toil, 

The briers and brambles around her form coil. 

K 
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At the first dawn of light she is looking above, 

And yearningly longs for some token of love. 

Still wearily climbing, her heart gives a bound, 

And her large eyes are eagerly fixed on the ground. 

Yes ! there are the footprints, traced sharp and most clear, 

On the footprints, so long sought, falls many a tear. 

Then she clambers along up the mountain so steep, 

She calls on her Master, His promise to keep ; 

She prays Him to help her in this her great need, 

And still, with feint voice, doth she piteously plead. 

Still slipping, still climbing, quite dizzy and faint, 

The angels in pity have marked her sad plaint. 

Sweet voices she fancies she hears in the air, 

Sweet faces, far off, most surpassingly fair. 

A strain of sweet music falls soft on her ear, 

To gladden her heart, and dispel all her fear. 

She sees the way brighten, she strains to the top ! 

Ah! why does young Meta, with frantic look stop P 

There, glistening and sparkling in the fast rising sun, 

She sees the pure fountain ! her journey is done. 

Away with the thought of all rest for her now, 

As she sweeps back the hair from her feverish brow. 

Whatever the cost, that fair spring must she reach, 

She toils on again, too exhausted for speech. 

She has reached it ! she stands by that pure pool at last, 

Her heart, filled with gladness, is throbbing its last ! 
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She knows 'tis the fountain so far famed of yore, 
It reflected, undimmed, the bright jewel she wore. 
Then dipping her garments, she watched, with wild joy, 
The stains disappear — white, without one alloy. 
"While she stood in the light of that glorious sun, 
"With her glistening robe, and her work almost done, 
In silence the messenger touches her arm, 
She turns her worn face without any alarm, 
Then tremblingly follows, with her key in her hand, 
And, in her Lord's presence, rejoicing she stands. 
She takes in her meekness the lowliest place — 
She is saved! Tes, entirely saved! through free grace! 



THE LOST CHILD. 

A sharp east wind was blowing cold, 

The sleet was falling fast ; 
Vain was each effort to behold 

The faces hurrying past. 

The wicked oath, the hasty word, 
Pierced the dense, murky air ; 

And then most piteous sobs were heard 
From some one walking there. 
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A mother searching for her child, 

A little thing of seven : 
Pale was the woman's face, and wild 

The look she cast to heaven. 

Chill blew the cold and cutting blast, 
East fell the driving sleet ; 

Trembling, she still pursues her way, 
Her wandering child to meet. 

At length, in one small sheltered place, 
The missing babe she found ; 

A smile upon its pretty face, 
Buried in sleep profound. 

She lay beside a noble hound, 
Her head was on his breast ; 

A safer guard could not be found, 
Than he who watched her rest. 

Her clustering curls of sunny gold 
Float o'er his shaggy coat ; 

Her little arms, so white and cold, 
Were round hiB honest throat. 

The mother raised her slumbering child, 
With whispered words of prayer ; 

And then, within her homely cloak, 
She nestles her with tare. 
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The dog upraised his splendid head, 

To see if sill were right ; 
And on the woman fixed his eyes 

Intelligent and bright. 

Closely the boding mother clasped 

The truant to her breast ; 
The driving snow and rain fell chill 

Upon her place of rest. 

The child now opened wide her eyes, 

Eyes of such lustrous blue ; 
With fevered lips, she vainly tries 

To call her mother true. 

She enters now her lowly door 

With wildly beating heart ; 
Places her burden on the bed, 

And feels that they must part. 

Ah, word so full of pain to hear — 

Part ! — and on earth for ever; 
Who hath not felt the hidden pang, 

When hearts are doomed to sever. 

Who hath not felt his heart beat high, 

Parting for months or years ; 
With quiv'ring lips, the words " Good bye" 

Burst forth with gushing tears. 
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But when, for ever upon earth, 
We speak that word " Farewell!" 

Ah ! who the throb of agony, 
At parting thus can tell. 

Who hath not gazed on death's cold sleep, 
With aching heart and eye ; 

Too agonized, perchance, to weep — 
Wishing they too could die. 

Just so this wretched mother felt, 
With torturing grief half wild ; 

Watching the shadows stealing o'er 
The features of her child. 

The bounding pulses madly beat, 

The fever spot was there ; 
The mother smoothed with tender hand 

The rich and glossy hair. 

The sweet child knew her mother's touch, 

And ope'd her eyes again ; 
" Mother ! you would not keep me here, 

In suffering and pain P" 

In tearless agony She kneels, — 
" My precious lamb ! my dove ! 

Oh ! is thy Saviour calling thee 
Up to His courts of love ?" 
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" I cannot bear to leave thee so, 

Ah ! mother, do not weep ; 
They call me, mother, I must go ! 

Ah ! mother, let me sleep. 

" Oh ! mother see, they beckon me, 

I see the golden gate ! 
I see the angels downward glide. 

I must not make them wait. 

" And mother, Bee ! they smile on me ; 

Listen ! I hear them sing ! 
They bid me join the shining ranks, 

That crowd around their King!" 

Her small white arms were raised aloft, 

Heavenward her beaming eyes ; 
" I come ! I come ! my Saviour calls !" 

Her spirit fled in sighs. 

Ministering spirits fold her close 

Within their snowy wings, 
Bearing her straight to where she heard 

God's countless angels sing. 

The fainting woman could not stir — 

She heard the low drawn sigh. 
" My babe ! my babe ! thy ransomed soul 

May still be hovering nigh." 



Digitized by 



Google 



100 TALES FOB MY GRANDCHILDREN, 

Her choking sobs came thick and fast, 

Big tears burst free and wild ; 
" Thou wert," she gasped, " my own sweet babe, 

Thou wert — my only child." 

Her head sank low beside the dead, 

Her lost, her treasured one ; 
And then the stricken creature prayed, 

"Thy will! Thy will be done r 
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THE FAREWELL. 

Prettily , wittily, 

Could I now write, 
Then would I cheerfully 

New tales indite. 

But sadly and badly 

Throbs heart and throbs brain ; 
If I cannot give pleasure, 

I will not give pain. 

Then farewell, my kind friends, 

Adieu to you all, 
Who kindly came forward 

To answer my call. 

Perhaps I should own 

I mistook my vocation ! 
I wrote for a young, 

And a small generation. 

I wrote for young children, 

If I pleased only one, 
I shall cease to regret, 

Though my task be ill-done. 

So dear children, adieu, 

To your friends you may tell, 
That the old lady now 

Bids you all, a Farewell ! 

o 
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